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Around Town. 


We have had another outbreak of prayer 


meeting politics. The second annual rally of the | 


Third Party last week lacked only the tea and 
the buns, the grab bag and auction cake to 


have been an old time tea meeting. There | 


was much enthusiastic talking, and if we were 
to judge by the mighty words which were said 


the political surface of the earth hereabouts is | 


shortly to be changed by a volcanic eruption of 
public indignation, prohibition and Protestant- 
ism. 
and the hortatory eloquence of those who be- 
sought the multitudes to flee from the political 


wrath to come and many other features of the | 


camp meeting and revival service were intro- 
duced with considerable effect. On Monday 
evening at the anti-Jesuit meeting the services 
were somewhat of a similar character, as could 
have been expected when a number of the same 
exhorters were present. As they say of wed- 


The lusty singing of campaign hymns | 
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to support the law when carried. The result 
has veen a large number of repeals and a well 
| defined reaction which has left the counties 
in a worse condition than before. 


The individual citizen is every week bene- 
fited by the discourses which he hears from 
the pulpit and is thereby madea better man, 
and it is in the improvement of our citizenship 
that we must hope for better government, 
| rather than looking for better citizens as the 

result of better government. 


“ The task of the preacher is a difficult one, 
but when he confines himself to his sacred 
calling and induces individuals to look in up- 
on themselves and shudder at the depravity 
of their inpulses and the wickedness of their 
| ways he has accomplished much, and church 
| organizations are 30 extending themselves that 

those who are brought to this condition are 


. : | 
ding presents the resolutions were numerous 


and costly and.altogether—not excepting the 
collection which was diligently taken up— we 
had a fair sample of the same sort of politico- 
religious convention which became so fashbion- 
able in municipal affairs a couple of years ago. 


* 
* # 


When I call this sort of thing prayer meet- 
ing politics I do it with the profoundest respect 
for the prayer meeting, but experience has 


made us know that the methods and the men | 


that do most prevail in saintly circles are not 
adapted to political campaigns, and politicians 
—and indeed that large section of the com- 
munity which learns of political matters from 
other sources than the pulpit—look upon such 
movements with indifference, sometimes, I am 
sorry to say, with contempt. This wouid not 
be the case if such political movements were 
ordinarily or even occasionally successful, 


. * 

The failure of such campaigns having been so 
frequent; the results in the rare instances 
when it is only the most sanguine who have 
thought them successful, have been so meagre, 


so unsatisfactory, in some cases so prejudicial | 


te what the public esteems to be for its good, 
that itis worth while examining some of the 
reasons. In the first place the elector does not 
go to church to hear politics preached, and 
when he hears such discourses they are very 
apt to offend him. While he 
preacher competent to direct him in spiritua 
matters, he is prone to imagine that he himself 


| 
| 
| 


believes the | 


can give the parson some pointers on politics. | 
Ifa man wants law business attended to, he 


does not send for the doctor, and whe 
he is sick he does not feel 
if the lawyer insists on giving him 
and he considers that a clergyman know- 
no more about politics than a doctor dos 
about conducting a case in court. In the 
second place politics are or should be essenti- 
ally a matter of the reason, not of the impulses. 
while religion is a matter of faith and feeling, 


reason being nowhere accepted as the supreme 


physic, 


complimented | 


tribunal before which the religionists should 


go. It can be easily understood then that ap 


peals to sentimentality, to the impulses of the | 


hour, 
wher 


elation of the 
element 


the spiritual 
become a dangerous 
alone should govern. The 
in politics appeals to the passions, 
sectarianism of his 
considered 


heart, 
would 
reason 
agoxzue 
prejudices, 
and ~ therefore is dangerous 
Without desiring to say anything derogatory 


dem: 


audience. | 


of our spiritual teachers whose avocation is a 


great and noble one, I respectfully submit that 
they approach very nearly the methods of the 
demagozue when they leave the pulpit for the 


politica! plattorm—they may not intend to use | 
illegitimate methods, they simply import the 
methods they use wich propriety in another 


sphere to the discussion of questions where 
such means become exceedingly harmful. The 


third indictment I should bring is the natural 


sequence of the second, that they are imprac- | 
They | 


tica!. Their pulpit ideal is the Infinite. 
exhort their hearers to struggle to be as near 


as possible like Him who 


was God as we'l | 


A 
Mh HM I i \\ 


a 


a3 man, and they are of necessity satisfied 


with a performance which falls far short of the 
pattern, 
believing that the people wiil be ennobled by an 
attempt to reach the unattainable. Vossibly i! 
the elector were willing to make the attemp 
he would be benefited thereby, but in human 


alfairs the moment a thing is demonstrated to 


be beyond reach all effort is very apt to 
cease. The result then 
politics is that the preachers ask too much t 
succeed in getting anything at all. I might 
further urge that political campaigns which 
originate with the clergy are not well 
sustained. 


must recognize that the majority of religionist» 


—and the same holds true of the pastor as well | 


as of the people—are too apt to be content with 

‘eeling good instead of being good. This kills 
activity, as with even the most enthusiastic 
effort is apt to be largely subjective rather 
than objective. Furthermore, there is but a 
small place in politics for the man who is con- 
tinually gazing in upon himself and trying to 
improve his inward condition instead of acting 
as an organizer to effect large political reforms. 
Nor are the preachers’ profound theories likely 
to effect much. Take the 
ample. Theoretically-the propriety of prohi- 
bition must be admitted, but practically it is 
unworkable at present. 


° 
se 


The Scott Act campaigns were engineered 
almost entirely by clergymen and were pushed 
with religious fervor far beyond the point 
where public sentiment could be relied upon 


In politics they raise a lofty standard | 


of prayer meeting | 


Far be it from me to disparage | 
religion or religious efforts, but every observer | 


Scott Act for ex- | 


THE 


| taken hold of and encouraged to a purer life. 
The history of Canada is one long declara 
tion of the benetits of religions teaching and 
the God-fearing spirit of the people. Not 
only have our improved, but 
drunkenness and vice are decreasing, though 


we must net forget that this is accomplished 


laws been 


remember that the methods used to bring this 
about are not those which can be adapted toa 
political campaign. Sach methods in a cam- 
paign are apt to degrade religion without puri- 
| fying politics, 
ple be,” and the exalting of personal character 
must necessarily eventuate in a better state of 
society, and thisin turn will bring about the 
bettergovernment—something which cannot be 
done directly by importing emotionalism into 
politics. There is no more reason for opening a 
political meeting witn prayer than there is for 


are purely business matters, And until it be’ 
comes the habit of business men to bezin the 


be wise to draw the line this side of the point 
where the housetops and street corners are 
made the places to offer petitions, 


It. may be ashed why open Parliament with 
prayer? I think it would be much wiser not to. 
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through the individual and it is important to | 


‘*As our gods are so will the peo- | 


opening astore with such service—both of them | 


work of the day by calling their clerks and em.- | 
ployes together and engaging in prayer it would | 


Any one who has been in the habit of attending 
sessions of Parliament knows that the members 
absent themselves until prayers are over, some- 
thing which does the absentee harm—as avoid- 
ance of any established duty always does— while 
those who attend are not benefited. Formalism 
is the sepulchre of religion. I taughta country 
school under the regulations of the Ontario 
government, and opened and closed with prayer 
and it was almost impossible for me to keep | 
the children from having a free fight while 
prayers were proceeding. They pinched one 
another, made faces, stuck pins into their 
neighbors, ail the time endea oring to put ona 
sanctified countenance which would prevent 
me from detecting the offenders, This sort of 
thing I believe to be a positive injury. I could 
not feel prayerful while watching sixty or | 
eighty youngsters and endeavoring to keep 
them in order. They did not feel prayerful, 
and if any of those prayers prescribed by the 
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Ontario government—-which by the way is not 
any more prayerful 
reached higher than the ceiling, I wiil be sur- 


prised to hear it, though [ endeavored to read 


than other people—ever 


them witha full sense that [I was addressing 
my Maker and appreciated the solemnity of 
| the duty and incalculable privilege. Perhaps 
[I am not as good as other people, or my | 
scholars were than the 
| this is my experience; and if those who 
| think that the prayers in the Legislature are 
doing much good could go down there and 
hear them read to perhaps a dozen straggling ' 
| politicians who are looking over their corres- 
| pondence, they would be disabused of the idea. 
| Reporters are not admitted to these prayers. 
I have always imagined that it was to prevent 
how little attention is 


worse average, but 


| public knowledge of 


| paid to the services, 
| « 
| . * 

In the discussion of the Jesuit question in 


the House at Ottawaa very careful effort has 
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| nects Church 
; mover of the resolution, made the error of 4s 


| disestablished 


ce 
PRU) , 


iy 
CAN 


| but that 


been made to avoid the appearance of it being | 


a Protestant crusade, This was necessary in- 
asmuch as the leaders of the agitation have 
| largely been the clergymen of Toronto. How- 
ever much they may have disclaimed prejudice 


| one cannot help imagining that it is their hos- 


| tility to Rome rather than their desire for an | 
| special pleading for the preservation of evils 


‘entirely free citizenship which has spurred 


| themon. As far as Iam concerned this J. suit 


— 
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agitation means nothing unless it be for 
the abolition of the last link which con. 
and State. Col. O’Brien, the 


the separation of Church and 
accepted principle of 
not accepted by 
and 
Separate 


serting that 
State is a thoroughly 
our Constitution. It is 
the Roman Catholic Church, 
can be accepted while there are 


| Schools, while churches are exempt from taxa- 
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| 
| 


never | 


tion, while clergymen can draw large salaries 


anid escape rendering unto Cvesar that share 
which is his. 
understood the Church must be thoroughly 
throughout the empire, 
millionaire bishops and the idle holders of rich 
livings must stand on the same basis with the 
Dissenter who toils amongst the 
barely suflicient to keep body and soul to- 


gether. I should feel as much antagonistic to 


Before it will be thoroughly | 


the | 


poor for | 


an Anglican Estates Bill, a Methodist Estates 


JOHN ESRIGHT. 


Bill, or » Baptist Estates Bill, as I do to the 
Jesuits’ Estates Bill, though I do not imagine 
that any one of the named is as 
dangerous to the state as the Jesuits are. The 
Our constitution should 
make such things impossible. Iam opposed to 
religious teaching 


churches 
principle is wrong. 


any attempt to introduce 
into the public schools, whether it be by read- 
from the Ross Bible or La Petite Cate 
chism. Asan American statesman said some 
time ago, when an amendment to the constitu 
tion proposed establishing religious 
instruction in the schools of the United States, 
* I believe in having God in our government ; 
will never be until we have God in 
our hearts.” Religious impulses should be 
implanted by the father or the mother, by 
the Sunday Schcol teacher or the clergyman, 
in those hours when the heart is prepared 
to receive such instruction, and this cannot 
be in a public school. The nearest approach to 
it would be a farce, and all farces in religion, 
all humbugs, all formalism are enemies which 
sow tares rather than wheat. 


- 
.- # 


Mr. Colby in defending the Jesuit Bill made 
as his special point the preservation of the 
country from infidelity by the united efforts of 
Protestants and Roman Catholics. It is such 


ings 


was 


which are recognized lest greater evils come 


| shail 
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upon us which retards the advance which all 
sincere religionists hope for. Let those who 
fear infidelity and who have made its causea 
study declare to us the result of their labors 
and it will be found that faith has never suf- 
fered at the hands of honesty, but that scep- 
ticism is the result of ecclesiastical humbug- 
gery, the revolt of the mind against just such 
measures as the Jesuits’ Estates Bill and the 
greed which leads to aggression and the seizure 
of public moneys and the usurping of functions 
which are the people’s not the priests’. 


I know everybody is tired of the discussion 
of the French question as regards our public 
schools. but I desire to point out the fallacy of 
those who argue that it would be an injustice 
to prevent the children of the French Canadians 
in our Eastern counties receiving an education, 
as they would be prevented if the French lan- 
guage were prohibited. I‘eel sorry for poverty; 
I especially sympathize with those who are too 
poor to obtain an education, but the poor we 
always have with us—so it has been 


declared by the greatest Teacher we ever had 
| amongst us—ard it may be also said of the 


French child who cannot learn out of an English 
book that he will be always with us so long as 
we permit the French langusege to be used, 
When the parents came to Ontario they knew 
they were coming into an English-speaking 
province, and only the egotism of their race 
prevents them from knowing thar they must 
do the changing—that the province 
change to suit them. If they were made ‘o 
understand this, it would surprise and delight 
everyone to see the rapidity with which the 
children would learn English. If, for instance, 
a law were passed that at the end of two vears 
nothing but English would be taught in our 
common schools, by 1892 the people would be 
prepared for the change, and those who aid not 
like it could go back to Quebec or else remain 
in Ontario and be forced to accept the ine vi- 
table. Nothing but the inevitable wiil ever 
move them. There is no cruelty in this. And 
the authorities must not be afraid to appear 
cruel in order to be kind. 


The deputations which 
turned from tours in the 
almost unanimously of the opinion that as- 
phalt pavements are not a success. This, to- 
gethcr with the defect which has already been 
discovered in the Bay street pavement, should 
set the Jarvis street people thinking as to 
whether they are not a little previous in 
adopting this material for their roadway. The 
piece on Bay street was put down as a sample ; 
it was the bait intended for bigger fish. If it 
will not stand the winter what must we expect 
from other roadways on which less care will be 
used? The Bay 
pavement was surrounded by every condition 
likely to produce good work. ; other contractors 
were fighting against it, carefully watching it 


cannot 


recently re- 
are 


have 


United Srates 


construction of the street 


and the press thoroughly discussing it. It is 
only a short piece of pavement anyway, and 
before $100,000 is spent on Jarvis street those 
who are so extremely anxious should examine 
their agreements and guard themselves against 
in: position. 


* 
ae 


President Harrison’s 
already shown three well-detined peculiarities. 


administration has 


It intends to claim all those the 


earth and sea which are without a barbed wire 


portions of 
fence aroundthem, The Behringsea proclama- 
tion may mean nothing but bluster, but if they 
complete supremacy 


calculate to claim as J 
over a 


therein as they 
mill pond, there will be trouble, bat 
kneed_ Britisher imagine for a 
ment that England 
policy. Secondly the politicians who raised the 
boodle and made the yell, are getting the offices. 


exercise Wisconsin 


no weak- 


need mo- 


will submit to any such 


This seems to be strictly a commercial trausac 


tion but it is being carried to extrenies. 


Lastly, President Harrison, who is great only 
because he is the grandson of an ex-President, 
is recognizing the principle of heredity. 
Walker Blaine has been given a fat office, «x 
given an im- 


President Grant’s son has been 


and Robert T. 


is to be Min- 


portant diplomatic position 
Lincoln,son of sturdy old ** Abe,’ 
istertoGreat Britain. Fred. Grant, and Robe: 

Lincoln are fourth-rate material as compared 
with many men inthe Republican party, but it 
is evident that having had a great father, or 
great grandfather, is now almost as important 
neighbors as_ the 


amongst our democratic 


possession of greatness in one’s self. 


oF 
* * 


The frightful murders committed by William 
H. Harvey must have been the work of a mad 
No sane man could resist the chatter of 
his child as he led her home from school to 
take her life, only a had 
been overthrown in a moment of disgrace and 
despordency could kill the wife who hac leaned 
lovingiy upon him for so many years. Who but 


man. 


man whose reason 


a maniac could travel so many miles for the 
purpose of killing his son? The crimes are so 
unpvatural, were done so boldly yet with such 
stealth, that it maiks the perpetra‘or of the 
deeds asa madman. When one examines his 
history and finds that he was abnormally 
proud, once occupied a good that 
his wife was cultured and well-born, that even 
in adversity he had been trusted and had been 
the superintendent of a Sunday school, it is 
possible to realize the terrible shock he must 
have experienced when his defalcations were 
discovered. Like many other criminals, the 
terrible thing he was doing in embezzling his 
employer’s money did not come home to him 
until discovery made him understand the dis- 
grace and heart-break that must overwhelm his 
family and which would forever make him 
| unable to look an honest man in the face, 


position, 


etn Ne 
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One can thus realize his resolve that death | opposed to many of Englana’s foreign wars, and | down while speaking in bis pulpit at St. 


would be preferable to such overwhelming 
disgrace. 
him in the face and see thief written across 
his forehead. The little ones who had 
played about his knee should not feel their 
future had been ruined by a crime of their 
father’s. The boy of whom he had been so 
proud should not be stared at and called the 
son of a thief. It was a terrible avenue of 
escape from his crime, but he took it. No sane 
man could have preferred it even tothe suffering 
he might have been called upon to endure, The 
descent to Avernus was so rapid that it 
brought to him the dizziness of insanity, and 
the poor crouching creature with the hand- 
cuffs on his wrist was evidence enough of 
the complete breakdown of his reason. It is 
such horrors as this which bring home to every 
tempted man ina position of trust the awful- 


ness of a sin which is sure to find him out. | 


Ordinarily one cannot understand the aval- 
anche of woe which buries beneath its crushing 


weight the husband, the father, the trother | 


who brings disgrace upon those he loves, who 


in the hour of his intense torment cannot look | 


into the faces of those who should sustain him 


without reading there a more awful sentence | 
than can be pronounced by judge or jury. | 


What picture of hell can equal the surging 


waves of undying fire which scorch and burn | 
the soul of one so utterly without God and hope 


in the world? 


* 
* * 


The alleged visit of Premier Mercier to To- 
ronto and the inability of reporters to find him 
suggests possibly he and Mr. Mowat have be- 
come so similar in their methods that they 
have merged their identity into a sort of com- 
posite photograph 
ness, 


justify a re-christening so that the Quebec one | 
may be called Merciat and the other Mowier. 
It would be a sort of graceful tribute to the ex- | 
ceedingly loving tie which binds the two prov- 
inces togethef. 


* 

It is said that men who obtain office always 
become more liberal towards their opponents, 
and we have recently had an instance in Mr, 
Peter Ryan who has anticipated office, or in- 
deed has endeavored to make it easier for the 
Mowat Government to give him office, by pos- | 
ing as an exceedingly liberal Catholic. Just | 
now the excitement is so high that it would be 
somewhat difficult for the Ontario Government 
to flagrantly outrage all sense of political de- 
cency by creating an office and appointing to 
it a man who has no recommendation except | 
his alleged ability to keep his Catholic fellow- 
citizens in line; but, with becoming readiness, 
Mr. Ryan—whose sincerity is not above sus- | 
picion, though his present position 


| 
| 
| 


is cor- | 


of political unscrupulous- | 
Even if they are discovered occupying | 
separate bodies in future their similarity may | 


|} new 


| a dissipation. 


this will be remembered as one of the brightest 
He would never let his wife look | phases of his noble character, next almost to his 
integrity which was souniversally admitted that 


in his bitterest controversies it was never even 
questioned. 
life he was opposed to Gladstone's Irish ideas, 
and it was difficult to understand why he, who 
had so earnestly advocated peace, should have 
favored a rigorous Irish policy. It is acgounted 
for solely by the fact that he outlived the vigor- 


reformed so many abuses, as old men often do, 
began to imagine that all needed reforms had 
been attended to. As he was so widely loved, 
and his memory will always be held so dear, 
SAatuRDAY Nicut has this week reproduced 


his portrait which was published in these 
columns some months ago. 

ain au ‘ a 
Society. 





The Kirmess this year is to be almost entirely 
different from the one held two years ago. 
Cinderella's Ball is to take the place of the 
Fete des Enfent, and too much cannot be said 
of the dozens of pretty little children who for 
weeks have w.llingly given up their Saturdays 
to the practices. Britannia is to be made 
interesting by about fifty young people, all 
verging on sweet sixteen; the girls to represent 
the army and the boys the navy. To judge 
from the glimpse I had of their drilling last 
Saturday I think the instructors are determined 
to make this one of the prettiest attractions at 
the Kirmess. Prof. Davis has over sixty young 
ladies and gentlemen practicing the Spanish, 
Hungarian, Swedish, Lawn Tennis and Gypsy 
dances, and Mrs. Widmer Hawke and Mrs. 
Grantham are giving Prof. Davis valuable 
| assistance. Mrs. S. Nordheimer, Mrs, C. 
Riordon, Mrs. McLean Howard and many 
other kind friends of the Infants’ Home are 





| assisting the committee in arranging attractive 


booths, express office, ete. 
feature here will 
patronized, 


The latter being a 
no doubt be well 


* 

It is at this particular season of the year that 
the sewing society all at once becomes an im. 
portant feature and is recognized as a necessity 
by all properly disposed young women. At no 
other time is it in the least obtrusive in its 
claims, but during the Lenten season it sud- 
denly comes to the front. It is to be feared 
that it is even looked upon quite in the light of 
Of these societies there are of 
course all kinds. The main object, however, is 
the construction of improbable, not to say im- 


| possible, garments to be worn by the impecun.- | 


ious of tender years. Some of these societies 
are afternoon affairs, where, after a little sew- 
ing and a good deal of talking, tea is served 
and the company disperse. Others combining 
a reading class and 


ous fights of his youth and prime, and having 


a sewing society are | 


it is hoped he will soon entirely recover. 


During the closing years of his ° 


Last Wednesday evening witnessed a pleas- 
ant gathering at Mr. Dugald Graham’s resi- 
dence, No. 82 College avenue. The occasion 
was the marriage of his only dauzhter, Ada, to 
Mr. George H 
Rev. H. F. Bland of Perth, Ont., The spacious 
drawing-room was beautifully decorated with 
the choicest flowers, a mass of lilies and exotics 
in the further end of the room forming a bower 
of beauty for the bridal party, while a yoke of 
choicest roses was suspended above the young 
couple, indicating the wish of all that their 
married life might ever be an easy and pleasant 
yoke, Just as the bride entered the drawing- 
room on her father’s arm, the strains of a 
charming wedding march, played by our rising 


young Canadian composer, Mr. Clarence 
Lucas, floated in from an_= adjoining 
room. The ceremony was conducted by the 


groom’s brother, Rev. Chas. E. Bland, M. A., 
and his father, Rev. H. F. Bland. The bride 
looked even more charming and dainty than is 
her wont, in a handscme white silk dress trim- 
med with old duchess lace and natural white 
roses, andl was a picture that the eye iiked to 
linger upon, standing by the side of the manly 
and handsome groom. A most recherche sup- 
per was served after the ceremony. Madame 
Asher-Lucas, who is rapidly winning a very 


| acceded to the pressure of her friends and 
charmed the company by her perfect rendition 
of several classical masterpieces. The dresses 
worn by the ladies were remarkable for 
| their beauty and tastefulness, especially in 
view of the fact that the wedding was not 
held in the church. Amongst the most hand- 
some were those of Mrs. Irving Walker, Mrs. 
Graham, Mme. Asher-Lucas, Miss Orr, Miss 
Stafford and Miss Smith. Amongst those 
present were: Rev. Dr. Hunter azd Mrs. 
Hunter, Rev. Dr. Stafford, Mrs. and Miss 
| Stafford, Rev. Hugh Johnston, Mrs. and 
Miss Johnston, Hon. G. W. Ross, Mrs. and 
Miss Ross, Mr. and Mrs, Thomas Thompson, 
Mr. and Mrs. R. I. Walker, Mre. D. V. Lucas, 
Mr. Clarence Lucas, Mme. Asher Lucas, Mr. 
Melfort Lucas, Mr. H. R. Walker, Mrs. H. F. 
Bland, Mr. A. Thompson, Mr. R. Johnston, 
Mr. and Mrs. W. H. Orr, Miss Orr, Mr. and 
Mrs. John A. MeDonald, Dr, and Mrs. Me- 
Phedran, Mr. G. T. and Miss Bishop of Mon- 
treal, Mr. and Mrs. Dugdale, Misses Sharon, 
| the Misses Pearson, Misses Lamport, Miss 
; Emma A. Smith of Sparta, Mr., Mrs. and Miss 
| Dignum, Mr. and Mrs. McLachlin of St. 


| Thomas, Miss Woods, Mr. Wm. Mason, Mr. R. 





| Thompson, Mr. H. H. Dewart and many others. 
The happy couple left by the late train for the 





George's, New York. A Jater report, we are 
pleased to see, states that Mr. Rainsford is 
convalescent and will ba taken south, where | formers, 


L. Bland, of Montreal, son of 


high place in public favor, with her usual grace | 


NIGHT. 








re as 


The first part of the programme was a 
‘*fetchy” chorus, entitled Because, which 
pleasantly broke the ground for future per- 
Then Grant Stewart took up the 

running in great style with I couldn't, which 

was cheered to the echo by the grand stand 
and the excantab had to canter over the 
course once more to oblige the spectators. 

Then there were some lively tugs of war, but 
are not these to be found in the chronicles of 
the daily press?) Everyone thought the cricket 
club team waquld down all opposition, with the 
fragile Duke as anchor man. But it didn’t. 
No! the ducal huuse of York dropped a shade 
too slowly to the victorious quiet which a club 
house floor affords, and although his team, and 
that of the yacht club, were undoubtedly the 
strongest and heaviest, they had to succumb to 
the smaller but more agile canoeists who drop- 
ped, when the word was given, like chain light- 
ning. Sparrow is, to my thinking, one of the 
best anchor men I ever saw, and I am not alone 
in my way of thinking. 

Then a break was made for the dancing-room 
where the exponents of the noble art of self- 
defence were in full war paint and eager for 
the fray. The first set-to was between a couple 
of gamey cubs, who gave and took their licks in 
good shape. But the event of the evening 
was the set-to betwixt Os. 
Drynan, as ‘‘putty a pair o' coves as ‘hever® 
‘andled a bunch er fives.” Both men were 
manifestiy out of condition, but what they 
Jacked in wind was atoned for by science and 
beauty of posture. I had often heard of Os. 
Brookes’ boxing, when ‘tthe cock of Upper 
Canada College,” some five or six vears ago, | 
but had never seen him with the gloves on 
until last Monday night. His style reminded | 
me very much of the cuts of Gentleman Dick, 
a noted fighter of the last century. Jack 
Drynan handled his gloves in a clean and 
workmanlike manner, and at the close of a 
beautifully contested round it was a clear case 
of six of one and a half dozen of the other. 
Both men had many admirers, and all were sorry 
they couldn’t have more, but the management 
was properly inexorable as the programme for 
the night was a lengthy one. I didn’t care 
very much for the fencing with foils, in fact I 
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think it was the weakest part of the evening's 
fun. 

Then, after the finals had been pulled off in 
the tug of war and the victorious team had 
“bounced” their anchor man, songs by Mr. 
Thompson and others and an impromptu 
‘**stag” dance brought to a close the last and 
most successful concert of the Argonauts for 
the season of 1888-89, thanks chiefly to the 
energy and ability displayed by Mr. H. F. 
Wyatt, the indefatigable secretary. Amongst 
those present were: Messrs. Cecil Lee, Henry 
Bethune, George Saunders, Dyke Saunders, H. 
K. Cockin, A. H. Hector, F. Wade, C. Hirsch- 











Parrhasius with fine effect while Mr. Bean 
rendered Edinburgh after Ftodden in a teliing 
and capital style. The debate on the question 
as to whether the lack of a Canadian literature 
was due to a want of a national life was 
the occasion of the best speeches that 
have been delivered at the Institute meet- 
ings for some time. Messrs. Lowe and Troop 
spoke ably and eloquently on the necessity of a 
national life for a great literature. Messrs, 
Houston and Chilcott on the opposite side 
maintained that the weakness of Canadian 
literature was not due to our lack of national 
existence. The speeches of the negative were, 
I think, the better of the two sides, and 
abounding in stronger argument, but owing to 
a lack of unity between the opinions expressed 
by the two speakers, the audience decided in 
favor of the aflirmative. A vote of thanks to 
the present council was passed and received a 
graceful reply from the President, Mr. Leake, 
B. A. The nominations were made for the 
election next Friday. Messrs. E. V. Stevenson 
and W. H. White were elected by acclamation, 
the former to the secretaryship, and the latter 
to the control of the finances. Eryx. 
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A Talk With Husbands. 


‘There is so much excellent advice given to 
wives, suppose, for a change, we turn around 
and read the husbands a nice little manual of 
correct behavior. It is high time someone took 
them in hand, but, although I have had my 
eye upon them for a good while, I have been 
bothered to find a ripe opportunity. 

In the first place, to plunge right into the 
midst of things without further waiting, how 
do you go home to your wife at night? Chapters 
have been written as to how she ought to 
receive you; now let me say a word about the 
other side of the question. When you find a 
tired little woman who has been so hard at 
work all day with five babies and an incom- 
petent girl, callers, and miscellaneous jobs of 
mending, pastry-making and pickling, that she 
has found no time to curl her hair and put on 
her best gown to meet you, what do you do? 
Do you, like a dear old sympathizing fellow, 
take her worn face into a warm embrace and 
whisper in her ear: ‘‘Never mind, dearie; I 
have got home, and we’ll share the cares for the 
rest of theday. You go and rest yourself while 
I put Johnnie and Trot and baby to bed.” Do 
you see she sits in the easiest chair while you 
skip around and minister to her wants? Do you 
keep silent while she reads the evening paper 
(to herself), and are you mindful of drafts and 
slamming doors while she takes her ease in 
slipperred content? Do the scars dance the 
Newport, and does the moon sing psalm- 
tunes? Just about as much as you do all 
this. You expect the hushed home, and the 
siesta with the paper, and the slippers for 
yourself, to be sure, and if you don’t get them 
you think you're terribly abused, and ten to 
one flounce off to the club to escape the noise 
and confusion, but you never take it into your 
head to consider that the day has been just as 
long, and just as busy, and a thousand times 
more full of petty cares for her as for you, and 
that she needs just as much consideration 
shown her as it is her wifely duty to show you. 
She is quite as much in need of bright smiles 
and cheery words as youcan be. You bolt in- 
to the house, and the first thing you say is: 
‘* Why isn’t supper ready? I'm as hungry asa 
hound!” ‘Great Scott! Can’t you keep that 
child quiet?” or, ‘‘ What's the use of burning 
so much coal? Turn offthe damper! You are 
enough to ruin a Vanderbilt!” That's the 
keynote of the song you sing, and yet you 
think it is dreadful if she ever make a remark 
narsher than the bleat of alamb. Suppose you 
had been a hansom.cab driver, a Board of Trade 
man, ccok in a restaurant, cash-boy for a dry- 
goods house, a kindergarten teacher, and a hos- 
pital nurse all combined for the whole day long, 
wouldn't you be more tired, and wouldn’t there 
be mere excuse for your irritability than when 
you have simply attended tow single systema- 
tized branch of business? The thousand and 
one demands made upon a woman’s time and 
ingenuity to keep domestic affairs moving with 
any degree of harmony render her the more 
deserving of forbearance if things do go a little 
wrong sometimes when her conquering hero 
comes home to supper. A woman is required 
to be everything from a reception committee to 








receive calls in the parlor, to a nurse in the 
nursery, and a chief executive in the kitchen, 
while a business man devotes himself to a 
single trade or profession. 

And next, how do you entertain your wife 
evenings? If you were invited into a neigh- 
bor’s house to spend a couple of hours with his 
wife and daughter, how would you entertain 
them, I wonder? Why, you would put a po.y 
in your buttonhole, and slick up your hair, and 
blow a little perfume out of the atomizer all 
over yourself, and throughout the even- 
ing you would overflow with bright anec- 
dotes and be so racy and charming that 
after you had gone away everybody would 
say: ‘* What a perfectly delightfui man Mr. 
Perkins is! What gcod company!” Now let 
us see, sir, how you entertain your wife. You 
stand in front of the fire and pick your teeth 
with a wooden toothpick until she starts to 
put the children to bed, and every now and 
then you make a few cheerful remarks about 
the scarcity of money and the general cussed- 
ness of children who run through shoes and 
clothes so fast. When the time comes that all 
is still and everything nicely adapted for a 
chat or a game you draw out your miserable 
newspaper and begin to read. And you read 
that paper all to yourself, word for word, and 
line for line, straight through from editorial to 
market report, as if it contained the secret of 
youth, wealth, and eternal salvation! In the 
same way one might drink soda water by the 
pailful, or consume caramels by the ton! News- 
papers, read by husbands in selfish solitude, 
are answerable for many wifely heartaches. 
How many good stories and racy anecdotes do 
you tell your wife to make her laugh? How 
many roses do you vin on your coat and how 
careful are you of your appearance in the long 
evenings when there is nobody by but her to 
be captivated by your charms and bewildered 
by your manly beauty? There is just exactly 
as much excuse for her (and a little more it may 
be) if her dress is slatternly and her hair untidy 
as there is for you, and there is precious little 
for either of you. 

There is another thing, sir, before I have 
done with you. Often and often have I marked 
you turning to watch a pretty face, or com- 
menting with your men companions upon the 
outlines of a fine form or a slender foot. Have 
you any more business to do that than she 


has? What a rumpus there would be in the 
family if you were to catch her making 
eyes at the men or following a bearded 


face through the streets to see where its owner 
belonged. What particular blazes would play 
about the walls of sweet home if she indulged 
in these little foibles. Yet I say unto you, yea 
and veriiy, her latitude in that direction should 
be just as wide as yours. What if the wife you 
married is getting faded like a fabric often 


washed; what if a few lines and wrinkles 
have come where the smile in its dimplement 
was and crow tracks like the marks of birds’ 
feet on the wet and shining sands have traced 
the skin that once was softer than a rose 
leaf; what if the once graceful shoulders are 
“bent a little and the py time laughter has 
left her eyes? If you Lave the chilvalry of a 
true man in your soul you will revere and 
honor your wife with greater and increasing 
tenderness as she grows old and faded, for 
what is it, pray, that has aged her? What 
has stolen her Weems and robbed her glance 
of its laughing light?) What but ministering 





to you and toiling to make your home a 
happy one. The children have stolen the rose 
tints from her cheeks and lips and tending to 
their myriad wants by night and day has 
deprived her of the easy grace of youth. In 
the dead of night when the Baldheaded Tyrant 
asserts himself who takes him up and soothes 
and pacifies him? Do you, you big, drowsy son 
of Adam? Not much? Away you skip toa 
distant chamber, while the mother lays her 
neck under the wakeful baby’s small pink foot. 
Perhaps you do try to perform your share 
occasionally, but you look so injured and mar- 
tyrized and mad all the time that the tired 
mother is glad enough to relieve you and 
herself hush the small despot back to slumber. 
How about boxes of candy taken home, not 
to the children but to the wife? How about 
pleasant surprises and love tokens? You ex- 
cuse your indifference and neglect and the 
withdrawal of foxd and foolish attentions, just 
as dear to her at forty as at twenty, with the 
thought : **O, well, she knows I love her: 
what's the use of ‘“‘spooning” at our age! By 
and by there willcomeatime when you shall see 
her lying in the coffin, perhaps, and you would 
sell your soul that day to be able to shine away 
long years of cold neglect with the manifesta- 
tion of the love that was always in your heart, 
certainly, but carefully kept on ice. Call it 
‘*spooning” if you like, or any other name of 
contempt, but I tell you there is nothing 
so sad in all life’s history as the vanished 
opportunity to manifest a love for which some 
friend went hungry through slow years of un- 
demonstrative and stupid reserve, 





How to Obtain Sunbeams. 


Every one should have them, Have what? 
Stanton’s Sunbeam Photo yume $1 per dozen. 
Studio southwest corner Yonge and Adelaide 
streets, 
+e 

Every day demonstrates the great popularity 
of Thomas’ English Chop House and Ladies’ 
Cafe. Under the management of Keachie & 
Co. it has become the high class supper room 
for theater parties, and 7 far the most popular 
dining-room for ladies. Indeed it is the only 
restaurant noticeably patronized by the fair sex. 





There are undoubtedly amongst those who 
can afford to dress well, and whose social 
position makes it a duty to do so, a few who 
would as lief wear cheap, ill-fitting and unfash- 
ionable garments, as those which are elegant, 
well fitting and in good style. The fact is that 


deep down in every masculine heart there is a 
fondness for dress, but man likes dress 
naturally. He cannot help it. It is seldom 


indeed that any man orders a suit of clothes, or 
even a single garment, without carefully 
selecting the material and giving special 
instructions about what he conceives to be 
style. The commencement of each season is 
therefore of much interest to all men who have 
the meang to buy fashionable garments. The 
Fashionable West End Tailor has much pleasure 
in intimating to his friends and the public 
generally, that he has just received his impor- 
tation of woolens for spring and summer wear, 
and would inviteinspection. Henry A. Taylor, 
No. 1 Rossin House Block. 


HE BEST PLACE IN THE CITYIS 
CUNNINGHAM’S JEWELRY STORE 
For Manufacturing New Designs in 
Jewelry, Diamonds and Watches | 

77 Yonge St., 2 Doors North of Ki ing 








AND COCA WINE 


)/ FOR MENTAL AND PHYSICAL 
EXHAUSTION 









? Has all the well-known properties 
of Beef, Iron and Wine, with the stimu- 
yf lating effects of Coca. 'It increases the 
vigor of the intellect, nerves and mus- 
Pon f sustains strength in the absence of 
ed; produces healthy sleep, and is not 
See y any evil effects. Unequalled 
in cases of ‘ tektes exhaustion. } 
Apvutt Dosz.—One tablespoonful between 
i). meals, or when fatigued or exhausted. 


BINGHAM’S PHARMACY 
100 YonGe Sr., Toronto. 


















For Sale by all Leading Druggist. 


LUXUBIANT GROWTHS OF HAIR 


1+] Are seen on the heads of all who 
use Dr. Dorenwend s 


N Great German Hair Magic 


j| The equal of this great prepara- 
Si tion is yet to be found. It isan 
} unfailing Restorer for Gray Hair. 
m It stops a'd prevents all Falling 

Out of the Hair. It Removes all 
Dandruff and keeps the scalp 
clean. On Bald Heads (if there 
are but the faintest traces of 
j roots) the ** Magic” will produce 

= Sea tine growth. Will you try it? 
or will you let your hair go, and become permanently old? 
What do you say? All druggists everywhere have it for 
sale. Ask for it. Do not let the druggist tell you he has 
““something just a good.” See that each bottle bears seal | 
and signature. 


A. DORENWEND, Sole Manufacturer, Paris Hair 
Works, 103 and 165 Yonge St.. Toronto, Can, 
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“SEE ‘ALEXANDER’ S 


NEW HATS 
The Finest Goods 


THE 





VISITORS to PARIS! 


Will do well to secure staterooms early. 


Ask for special information as to round trip, including 
all expenses from Toronto. 





BARLOW CUMBERLAND | 


a sae Yonge Street, Toronto 


North German Lloyd 


ONLY BI-WEEKLY LINE 
Palatial express steamships from New York 
EVERY WEDNESDAY. EVERY SATURDAY 
THE SHORT)LONDON 1 
ROUTE to } paris (HU ROPE 
OEL...c.HS & CO., General Agents, New York. 
BARLOW CUMBERLAND, Agent, 72 Yonge St., Toronto 


CALIFORNIA EVAPORATED FRUITS 


PLUMS, PEACHES, RASPBERRIES 
CHERRIES, Etc. 


CANNED GOODS 


We are most particular in our selection of the above line. 
We buy only the best and most reiable brands—those we 
know that we can with confidence recommend. Try our 
special brands of Tomatoes. Corn, Peas and Beans 
You can use them without fear, as we guarantee all the 
goods we sell as being free from solder inside the can. 


SHAVER’S 


MAMMOTH IMPORTING HOUSE 
Telephone 1850. 244 Yonge and 2 Louisa Sts. 


N. B.—Try our pure California Honey. 


FRENCH CLEANING 


Evening Dresses, Opera Cloaks, Kid Gloves, Kid Boots, 
Slippers, &c., beautifully cleaned at the only strictly first- 
class house in the city. 


STOCKWELL, HENDERSON & BLAKE 


103 King Street West 
Goods sent for and deliv ered. Telephone 1258. 








APRICOTS, 





TRY OUR NAW PATENT) 


YATISI | 





This is the most perfect-fitting and 
comfortable corset in the market. 





__ Bile M le Manufacturers for the Dominion 


EDWARDS’ DESSICATED SOUP 


Consists of Extract of Brey and VeGRTABLEs in a dry state ; 
quickly and easily made ready for the table ; agreeable to 
the palate ; 

NUTRITIOUS, ECONOMICAL 
and is, in its proportions of flesh-formers, heat-formers and 
mineral salts, a most perfect diet ! 


FOR SALE BY ALL GROCERS 
In tins, 1lb., 40c.; $!b., 25c.; }lb., 15¢.; and 2 oz. packets 5o. 


Epwarps’ Economic Cookkry—& valuable beok—post free | 


on application 
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EARLY SPRING NOVELTIES 
W. A. MURRAY & CO. 


Will, on MONDAY, the 4th of MARCH, commence opening their first 


shipment of 225 cases of Early Spring Novelties. 


Grand display in every 


department, especially in Silks, Dress Goods, Washing Dress Fabrics, 
Laces, Embroideries, Ribbons, Hosiery, Gloves, Staple and House Fur- 


nishing Goods. 


An early inspection invited by 


W. A. MURRAY & CO. 


DIRECT IMPORTERS 


23,25 AND 27 


iz, 19, 21, 


KING ST. EAST, TORONTO. 








Stylish Spring Jackets, 


HLS. MORISON & CO. 


218 


Yonge Street!) 
THE LEADING 


Mantle and Dress House 


FOR THE LATEST NOVELTIES INV} sO 
Mantles, 
Dolmans, &c., &c. 


DRESS GOODS 


In All the Most Fashionable Shades and 


Combination 


DRESS AND MANTLE MAKING OUR SPECIALTY 








TAYLOR & CO. 


ART TAILORS 
1202 WEST KING ST. 


OPPOSITE ROSSIN HOUSE ENTRANCE, 





Perfect Workmanship and Correct Style 
of Dre:s for Gentlemen’s Wear a° Reasonable 
Price3. Perzonal attention given to all patrons 
by our Mr. Charles M. Taylor. 


| - 
‘SPRING FASHIONS 


| Pompadour Frontpieces and Bangs 


‘Crompton Corset Coy, 


OF 


Of the Latest Styles and 
Shapes. 

Waves. 
shade. Great 
ment of long 
Switches. 

Ladies’ Hair-dressing. 
Bangs. Cutting in the 
Latest Styles. Singeing 


Wigs in every 
assort- 


partment. Ladies wait- 
ed upon at their own 
residence, Special ap- 
appointment tobe made. 


ARMAND’ S HAIR STORE 


STANWAY & BAILEY, Wholesale Agents ig 407 Yonge St, 407 Few Doors South of Y. M. ¢. A. 


44 Front Srrxet East, TORONTO. 


Building, Toronto 


and Shampconing De- | 





| 


Hair |, 





ADIES’ AND CHILDREN’S FINE 


Shoes. L. A. Stackhouse, Dealer in Ameri- 
can Boots, Shoes and Slippers, Just received: All 
the latest spring styles. For style, fit and wear they can- 
not be beat. It will pay you to see them before buying 
elsewhere. Remember we warrant these geods Call and 
see them at American Shoe Store. 427 Yonge Street, 
Toronto. 


Spring Fashions 


Revue de la Mode, L’ Art de la Mode, Season 
Delineator, Young Ladies’ Journal, Le 
Bon Ton, Metropolitan, Ac., &c. 


March Numbers 


F, W. NYE & CO. 
THE ROSSIN HOUSE NEWS DEPOT 


137 King St. West. Toronto 


WHO'S YOUR 
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J.&J. LUGSDIN 


THE LEADING 


‘Hatters and Furriers 


10l YONGE er TORONTO. 








SPECIAL “ANNOUNCEMENT | 


JOHN KAY, SON & CO 





Have just opened a magnificent assortment of Real 
Turcomans, which are undoubtedly the Finest Goods 
e ever shown in Canada. 


Tussah Tu rcoman Cu rtal ns In Cadet, Isabel, Terra Cotta, eee Boutonda, ete. 
Tussah Tu rcomans By the yard in plain colors to match above. 


The Cleopatra Curtain 


ete., ete. 


New Combinations in Camel and Blue, Camel and Boutonda, Camel and Terra, 


Hand-made Smyrna Cu rtal Ns_ For Portieres. 
Chen i | le Cu rtai ns Of every description in plain colors, stripes and figures, $5 to $75 per pair. 


Fringes Cords and Tassels To match every piece of goods. 


Every lady is cordially invited to inspect these High Class Goods, to be seen only at 


JOHN KAY, SON & CO. 


34 _KING eet WEST, TORONTO 





LATE OF 





LLOYD BROS. 


INNER 


D 


Families supplied with Cake 
Ices, Charlotte Russe, Salads and Ice ( 


AT ABOVE ADDRESS 


MOST ARTISTIC SHAPES|Cream, and all requisites on short notice. 
WEDDING CAKES OF EVERY DESCRIPTION TO ORDER 


Ever Shown in Toronto 


less than 





Qualities unsurpassed, and prices 25 per cent. 
down town houses. 


ALEXANDER 


The West End Hatter 
QUEEN ST. and DENISON AVE. 





A GENERAL ASSORTMENT OF OAKES, 
LADY FINGERS, ANGEL OAKE, ETC., M 


247 Yonge Street, opp. Trinity. “Square. 


PARTIES, AT HOMES AND NZ 
s, Jellies, , 


PASTRY, MACAROONS, 
ADE FRESH DAILY 


Telephone 295 ‘ 


947 Yonge St., opp. Faniky Square 


TELEPHONE 295 


CATERER «= + 


Has Opened a First-Class 


Lunch Parlor 2 Catering Establishment 
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‘THE DAY WILL COME” 


BY M E. BRADDON, 


Author of ‘Lady Audley's Secret,” ‘* Vixen,” 


“* Like and Unlike,” ‘‘The Fatal Three, etc. 


ALL RIGHTS RESERVED. 


CHAPTER XIII. 
BEATING AGAINST THE BARS. 

Harrington Dalbrook was as keenly im- 
pressed with a sense of stupendous self-sacri- 
fice in giving up his prospects in the church as 
if the primacy had only been a question of 
time; yet as his Divinity examination had 
twice ended in disappointment and a shame- 
faced return to the paternal roof tree, it might 
be thought that, in his friend Sir Henry Bald- 
win’s phraseology, he was very well out of it. 
Sir Henry was the average young man of the 
epoch. Sharp, shallow, and with a monstrous 
opinion of his own superiority to the human 
race in general, and naturally to a friend whose 
father plodded over leases and agreements in 
an old-fashioned office in a country town; but 
the two young men happened to have been 
thrown together at Oxford, where Sir Henry 
was at Christ Church while Harrington Dai- 
brook was at New; and as Sir Henry’s ances- 
tral home was within six miles of Dorchester, 
the friendship begun at the University was 
continued in the country town. : 

Sir Henry lived at a good old Georgian house 
called the Mount, between Dorchester and 
Weymouth. It wasared brick house, witha 
center and two wings, and a Corinthian portico 
of Portland stone, and a wide level lawn in 
front of the portico, that was always a blaze of 
scarlet geraniums. There were no novelties in 
the way of gardening at the Mount, and there 
were never likely to be any new departures 
while Lady Baldwin held the reins of power. 
She was known in the locality as a lady of 
remarkable ‘‘closeness,” a lady who pared 
down every department of expenditure to the 
very bone. The gardens and sarubberies were 
always the acme of order, neat, trim, weed- 
less; but everything was reduced to the mini- 
mum of outlay; there were no new plants or 
shrubs,no specimen trees, no innovations or im- 
provements ; there was very little ‘‘ glass,” and 
there were only two gardeners to do the work 
in grounds for which most people would have 
kept four or five. 

he dowager was never ashamed to allude to 
the smallness of her jointure or to bemoan her 
son's college debts. She had two daughters, 
the younger pale, sickly, and insignificant, the 
elder tall and large, with a beauty of the 
showy and highly-colored order, brown eyes, a 
complexion of milk and roses, freely sprinkled 
with freckles, and light wavy hair, which ina 
oung woman of meaner station might have 
been called red. 

The neighborhood was of opinion that it was 
time for the elder Miss Baldwin to marry, and 
that she ought to marry well; but that impor- 
tant factor in marriage, the bridegroom, was 
not forthcoming. It wasa ground of complaint 
against Sir Henry that he never brought any 
eligible young men to the Mount. 

**My mother’s housekeeping would frighten 
them away if 1 did,” answered Henry, when 
hard driven upon this point. ‘ The —__- 
of the present day like a good dinner. here 
isn’t a third-rate club in London where the half- 
crown house dinner isn’t better than the food 
we have here—better cooked and more plenti- 
ful.” 

‘*Perhaps, if you helped mother a little 
things would be more comfortable than they 
are,’ remonstrated Laura, the younger sister, 
who generaily took upon herself the part of 
Mentor. ‘‘ You must know that her income 
isn’t enough to keep up this place as it ought 
to be kept. 

*T don’t know anything of the kind. I 
believe she is hoarding and scraping for you 
two girls; but she'll find by and by that she 
has en penny wise and pound foolish, for 
nobody worth having will ever propose to 
Juliet in such a dismal hole as this,” continued 
the baronet, scornfully surveying the old- 
fashioned furniture, which had never been 
vivified by modern frivolities or made more 
luxurious by modern inventions, 

** Juliet is not the beginning and end of our 
lives,” replied Laura, sourly. “She has plenty 
of opportunities, if she were only capable ot 
using them. I know her visiting costs a small 
fortune.” 

‘““\ very small one,” said Juliet, ‘‘I have 
fewer gowns than any girl I meet, and have to 
give smaller tips when I am leaving. The 
servants are hardly civil to me when I go back 
to a house.” 

‘I daresay not,” retorted Laura, ‘ consider- 


ing that you expect other people’s maids to do | 


more for you than your own maid would do, if 
you had one.” 

Juliet sighed, and 
shoulders. 


‘*It is all very horrid and very sordid,” she | 


said, ‘‘and I wish I were dead.” 

‘*I don’t go so far as that,” replied Laura, 
‘*but I wish with all my heart you were mar- 
ried, and that mother and I could live in 
peace.” 

All this meant that the handsome Miss Bald- 
win® was six-and-twenty, and that although 
she had drunk the cup of praise from men and 
women, not one eligible man with place and 
fortune to offer had offered himself. 
men had admired and had praised and had 
flattered, and had ridden away, like the knight 
of old, and had married some other girl ; a girl 


unaristocratic sound of Baker street, the con- 
venience of Atlas omnibuses until the day in 
which he might be able to siart his brougham. 

Led on by this guiding star he told himself 
that what he had to do was to become 
learned in the law, particularly in the science, 
art, and mystery of conveyancing, which branch 
of a family practice he believed to be at once 
dignified and the most lucrative. He had to 
make himself master of his profession, to make 
his experiments upon the inferior clay of Dorset- 
shire—upon farmers and small gentry—and 
then to persuade his father to buy him a 
London practice, an aristocratic London prac- 
tice, such as should not call a blush to the 
cheek of a fashionable wife. He had met 
solicitors’ wives who gave themselves all the 
airs of great ladies, and who talked as if the 
Bench and the Bar were set in motion and kept 
golng by their husbands. Such a wife would 

Juliet could he be so blessed as to win her. 


The mild ‘ flirtage” involving much tribute 
from the glover and florist, the bookseller and 
the photographer, had been goingon for nearly 
three years, and Harrington was tremendously 
in earnest. His sisters had encouraged him in 
his infatuation, thinking that it would be 
rather a nice thing to have a baronet asa 
family connection, and with a sneaking admir- 
ation for Sir Henry Baldwin's club-house man- 
ners, and slangy vocabulary, which had to be 
translated to them in the first instance b 
Harrington. They liked to be intimate wit 
Miss Baldwin of the Mount, liked to see her 
smart little pony-cart waiting for an hour in 
front of the door in Cornish, while the young 
7 seeps about her conquests, her frocks, 
an er parties over the afternoon tea-table. 
True that she never talked about anybody but 
herself, except when she slandered a rival 
belle; but the background of her talk was the 
smart world, and that was a world of which 
Janet and her sister loved to hear, albeit “‘ plain- 
living and high-thinking” was the badge of 
their lives, 

Sir Henry had a small hunting stud, and 
somewhat ungraciously allowed his elder sister 
an occasional mount, although, as he took care 
to impress upon her, he hated hunting women. 
For the pleasure of being in the young lady’s 
society Harrington, who had no passion for 
horsemanship, became all of a sudden an 
ardent sportsman, borrowed his brother’s cob, 
Peter, and bought an elderly hunter, which 
was not quite quick enough for his friend Sir 
Henry. 

**You don’t mean hunting in the shires, so 
pace is not of so much consequence to you as 
it is to me,” said the baronet; ‘‘ Mahmud will 
carry you beautifully in our country, and he's 
as quiet as a sheep.” 

It is possible that this qualification of sheep- 
ishness was Mahmud's chief merit in Harring- 
ton’s estimation. He was a black horse, and 
looked a good deal for the money. Sir Henry 
asked a hundred guineas for him, and finally 
took a bill for eighty, and this transaction was 
the first burden of debt which Harrington Dal- 
brook laid upon his shoulders after leaving the 
University. There had been college debts, and 
he had considerably exceeded a very liberal 
allowance, but his father had paid those debts 
to the last shilling ; and one grave and stern 
remonstrance, with a few fatherly words of 
advice for the future, had been all that Har- 
rington had been called upon to endure. But 
he did not forget that his father had warned 
bs against the consequences of any future 

olly. 

He felt rather uncomfortable when the black 
horse was brought to the door one hunting 
morning, and when his father happened to be 
in the front office, whence he could see the 
spectacle of an unknown animal. 

** Where did yoa get that black horse, Har- 
rington? Isitahire?” he asked. 

‘“*No. The fact is I've bought him.” 

** Have you really? You must be richer than 
I gave you credit for being if you can afford to 
buy yourself a hunter. He looks a well-bred 
one, but shows work. I hope you didn’t give 
much for him.” 

“No; I got him on easy terms.” 

** Not on credit I hope.’ 

**No; of course not. Sir Henry Baldwin 
sold him to me. I had saved a little out of my 
allowance, don’t you know ?” 

“l'm very glad to hear it. And now be off 
and get a good day’s sport, if you can. I shall 
want you to stick to your desk to-morrow.” 

Harrington took up his crop and hurried out, 
with a heart as heavy as lead. Never until to- 


~ 


shrugged her graceful day had he told his father a deliberate false- 


| hood ; but Matthew Dalbrook’s searching look 
had frightened him out of his veracity. Only 
| six months ago he had solemnly pledged him- 
self to avoid debt, and here he was owing 
eighty guineas for a beast whom he could 
hardly hope to ride to’ hounds half-a-dozen 
| times that season. He had involved himself 
for the beast’s maintenance also, for his father’s 





| stables were full, and he had been obliged to put 


Eligible | 


with money generally, an American ;girl some- | 


times. 
Columbus. 

For want of someone better to flirt with, 
Juliet had flirted with Harrington Daibrook. 
He was her junior by two years, and on his first 
visit to the Mount had succumbed to her 
beauty, and to the charm of manners which | 
somewhat exaggerated the progressive spirit 
of thesmart world. Miss Baldwin was amused | 
by her conquest, though she had no idea of | 
shoving her acquaintance with her brother's | 
friend to travel beyond the strictest limits of | 
that state of things which our neighbors call | 
** flirtage.” Bu: ‘“ flirtage” nowadays is some- 
what comprehensive; and with Juliet went 
so far as to allow her admirer to gratify her | 
with offerings of gloves and flowers for her 
ball dresses, when she was staying with friends 
in Belgravia, and the young man was taking a 
holiday in London. 

It may be that the fascinations of this young | 
lady had something to with Harrington's | 
failure to pass his Divinity examination, and | 
with his subsequent disgust at the Church of 
England, and his determination to throw him- | 
self into the wider faith of the naturalist and 
the metaphysician. He told his family that he 
had got beyond Christianity as it was under- 
stood by churchmen, and set forth in the 
Thirty nine Articles. He had gone from the 
river to the sea, as he explained it, from the 
narrow banked-in river of orthodoxy to the 
wide ocean of the new faith—faith in humanity 
—faith in a universal brotherhood— faith in 
one’s self as superior to anything else in the 
universe, past or present. In this eniightened 
attitude he had grasped at Theodore’s offer, 
all the more eagerly, perhaps, because he had 
lately heard Julia Baldwins emphatic deciara- 
tion apropos to nothing particular—that she 
would never marry a parson, that the exist- 
ence of a parson’s wife in town or country 
seemed to her of all lives the most odious. 

Would she take more kindly to a lawyer, he 
asked himself with a sinking heart. Would a 
country practice, life in an old fashioned house 
in an old-fashioned market-town, satisfy her 
ambition? He feared not. If he was to have 
that radiant creature for his wife, he must 
exchange country for town, Dorchester for Lin 


coln’s Inn Fields, and a housein Chester street, 
or at least Gloucester place. She had been 
used to Belgravia, but she might perhaps toler 


ate the neighborhood of Portman square, the 


Juliet Baldwin hated the very name of | 


| had doubtless already been transferred to the 


'a great 


this new animal out at livery. He began to 
feel now that he had made a fool of himself; 
that he had neen talked into buying a horse for 
which he had very little use. 

He was jogging along in a low-spirited way 
when Sir Henry and his sister came up behind 
him at a sharp trot, whereat Mahmud gavea 
buck-jump that almost unseated him. 

“The black looks a trifle fresh this morning,” 
said Sir Henry. 
presently. 
I was a little bit too heavy for 
him. You'll find him go like old boots.” 

Miss Baldwin, flushed with fresh air and 


| exercise, looked more than usually brilliant. 
She was particularly amiable too; and when | 


Harrington complained that he might not be 
able to give Mahmud enough work she offered 
to meet the difficulty. 

“Send him over to me whenever you don’t 
want him,” she said cheerily. ‘‘I’ll make him 
handy for you.” 

The black gave another buck jump, and Har- 


rington felt inclined to lay him at her feet | 


there and then. It was only the remembrance 
of that Lorrid slip of stamped paper, which 


Captain’s banking account, which restrained 
him. He made up his mind to send Mahmud 
to Tattersall’s at the end of the hunting season, 
to be sold without reserve. Juliet was riding 
a thorough-bred of which she was particularly | 


fond, and was in very high spirits during the | 


earlier part of the day ; and in her lively society 
Harrington forgot the stamped paper, and 
gradually got on good terms with his horse, 
Mahmud had, indeed, no fault but age; knew 
deal better how to keep near the 
hounds than his new master, and realy 
promised to be a valuable acquisition. 

Harrington felt that he was distinguishing 
himself. 

“The black suits you down to the ground,” 
shouted Sir Henry, in the middle of a run, as | 
he bucketed past his friend upon a pulling 
chestnut that had no respect for anybody, but | 
just clove his way through the ruck of riders 
like a battering-ram. 

Sir Henry boasted of this animal that he 
never kicked a hound. 

**Smali thanks to him,” said the master, ‘‘for 
he kicks everything else. Hounds are not good 
enough for him. He nearly smashed my leg 


‘ You'll take it out of him | 
He suits you capitally, well up to | 
| your weight. 


**And you will live in Dorchester ail your | Juliet, giving her bridle a sharp little shake 


life,” said Juliet, with an involuntary scornful- 


S 


ess. 

* Not if Ican help it. I don’t mean to vege- 
tate in a dead-alive provincial town 
father has a London connection already, and 
all his business wants is a little new blood. I 
hope to start chambers in Lincoln's Inn Fields 
before Iamthirty. And if I should marry,” he 
continued, faltering a little, ‘‘ I could afford to 
have a house in the West End--May Fair or 
Belgravia, for instance.” 

‘*Let it be May Fair, I beg—for your wife's 
sake, whoever she may be,” exclaimed Juliet 
lightly. ‘‘A small house in Belgravia is an 
abomination. There is an atmosphere of in- 
vincible dreariness throughout that district 
which can only be redeemed by wealth and 
splendor. Perhaps it is because the place is on 
a level with Millbank. There is a flavor of the 

rison in the very air, Now in Curzon or Hert- 
ord street one breathes the air of the Park 
and Piccadilly, and one could exist in a band- 
box. But really now, Harrington, joking 
apart, is it not rather wild in a young man like 
you—not out of paternal leading-strings—to 
talk about marriage and housekeeping?” 

“One can’t help thinking of the future. 
Besides I am not so very young. I am four-and- 
twenty.” 

Juliet laughed a short cynical laugh, which 
ended in a sigh. She wondered whether he 
knew that she was three years older. Brothers 
are such traitors. 

**T am four-and-twenty, and I feel that it is 
in me to succeed,” concluded Harrington, with 
a comfortable vanity which he mistook for the 
arrogance of genius, 

The hounds drew blank, and they jogged 
homewards presently, by lane and common, 
Sir Henry riding in front with one of his 
particular friends, and talking horse-flesh all 
the way, and Juliet and Harrington following 
slowly side by side in earnest conversation. 

He told her the history of his doubts, about 
which she did not care twopence—his ‘‘ phases 
of faith and feeling,” as he expressed it alliter- 
atively. All she wanted to know was about 
his prospects—whether his father was as well 
off as he was said to be—she had heard —- 
talk of him as a very rich man—those officious 
people who are always calculating other peo- 
ple’s incomes, and descanting upon the little 
their neighbors spend, and the much that they 
must contrivetosave. Juliet had heard a good 
deal of this kind of talk about Matthew Dal- 
brook, whose unpretentious and somewhat old- 
fashioned style of living gave an impression of 
reserved force—wealth invested and accumu- 
lating for a smarter generation. After all, 
perhaps, this young man, whose adoration was 
obvious, might not be such a despicable parti. 
He might be fairly well off by and by, with a 
fourth, or better than a fourth share of Mat- 
thew Dalbrook’s scrapings—and he was Lord 
Cheriton’s cousin, and therefore could hardly 
be called a nobody. 

Moved by those considerations, gravely 
weighed in the grave and grey November 
dusk, as they rode ef between tall hedges, 
leafy still, but sear and red with the frost, 
Juliet felt inclined to let herself be engaged to 
her legal lover. She had been engaged to 
several —— since she danced at her first ball. 
The bond did not count for very much in her 
mind. One could always slip out of that kind 
of thing, if it became inconvenient—one could 
manage with such tact that the man himself 
cried off, if one were afraid of being denounced as 
ajilt. Juliet and her lovers had always parted 
friends ; and she wore more than one half-hoop 
of sapphires or of brilliants which had once 
played a solemn part, which had lapsed intoa 
souvenir of friendship. 

She was not so foolish as to hasten matters. 
She wanted to see her way before her ; and she 
= Harrington’s youthful ardor with the 
calm savoir faire of seven-and-twenty. She 
called him a foolish boy, and declared that they 
must cease to be friends if he insisted upon 
talking nonsense. She would have to accept a 
yery —— invitation to Lady Balgowny 
Brigg’s Castle in Scotland, which she had been 
fencing with for years, if he made it difficult 
for them to meet. She threw him into a state 
of abject alarm by this stupendous threat. 

“*T won’t say a word you can take objection 
to,” he protested, ‘though I can’t think why 
you shonld object.” 

“You forget that I have to study other peo- 
ple’s ideas as well as my own,” she answered 
one. ‘*I hope you won't be offended if I tell 
you that my mother would never speak to me 
again if I were engaged to you.” 

** No doubt Lady Baldwin has higher views,” 
the ian man said meekly. 

‘*Much higher views. My poor mother be- 
longs to theold school. She cannot forget that 
her grandfather was a marquis. It is foolish, 
but I suppose it ishuman nature. Don’t let us 
talk any more about this nonsense, I like you 
very much as my brother’s friend, and I shall 
go on liking you if you don’t make me unhappy 
by talking nonsense.” 

Harrington took comfort from that one word 
‘““unhappy.” It implied depths of feeling 
beneath that fashionable manner which held 
him at arm’s length. 

His spirits were somewhat dashed presently 
when Miss Baldwin looked with friendly con- 
temptuousness at his neat heather-mixture 
coat and mud-stained White cords, and said 
carelessly : 

‘*It’sa pity you don’t belong to the hunt. I 
fancy you would look rather nic@in pink!” 

‘*I1—I—have so lately given up the idea of 
the church, ’ he faltered. 

“Yes, but now you have given it up, you 
ought to be a member of the hunt. Let my 
brother put you up at the next meeting. You 
are pretty sure of being elected, and then you 
can order your pink swallow-tail coat in time 
for the hunt ball in December.” 


Harrington shivered. That would mean two 
red coats—a hunting coat and a dancing coat. 
But this idea of twenty pounds laid out upon 
coats was not the worst. Twenty years ago, 
when he had ridden as hard and kept as good 
horses as any member of the hunt, Matthew 
Dalbrook had resolutely declined the honor of 
membership. He had considered that a pro- 
vincial solicitor had other work than to ride to 
| hounds twice or three times a week. He might 
| allow himself that pleasure now and again as 
| an occasional relaxation in a hard-working 
| professional life; but it was not for him to 
| spend long days tearing about the country with 
| the men of whose lands and interests he was in 
| some wise custodian. 


Theodore, who was at heart much more of a 
sportsman than his younger brother, had re- 
spected his father's old-fashioned prejudices, 
whatever line they took, and he had never 
allowed his name to be put up for the hunt. 
He had subscribed liberally to the fund for con- 
tingent expenses, as his father and grand- 
father had done before him; but he had been 
content to forego the glory of a scarlet coat, 
and the privilege of the hunt buttons. 


Harrington was not strong in that chief vir- 
tue of man, moral courage—the modern and 
loftier equivalent for that brute-courage which 
which was the Roman's only idea of virtue. 
He felt that to acknowledge himself afraid to 
= up for election into the sacred circle of the 
nunt lest he should offend his father, was to 
own by implication that a solicitor was not | 
quite upon the social level of landed gentry | 
and retired military men, the colonels and | 
majors who form the chief ornament cf the 
average hunt club. 

He murmured something to the effect that | 
his father was not sporting, and wouldn't like 
him to waste too much time riding to hounds, 

‘* What does that matter?” exclaimed Juliet. 
‘You needn't go out any oftener because you 
are a member of the Hunt. There are men 
who appear scarcely half a dozen times in a 








last Monday.” 

Harrington and Juliet did a good deal of 
quiet flirtation while the hounds were drawing 
a spinney rather late in the day, after a very | 


good run anda kill. He told her all about the | 
change in his position, and that he was to be | 
his father’s partner after a very short appren- | 
ticeship to the law, | 


| season—men who have left the neighborhood, 
aid only come down for a run now and then 





for old sake’s sake.” 
“Tl think it over,” falcered Harrington. | 
** Don’t say anything to Sir Henry about it just | 
yet.” | 
“As yom pleas : but I sha’n’t dance with you | 
at the ball if you wear a black coat,” said | 


and trotting torward to join her brother. 

Mahmud, discomposed by that sudden start, 
gave a shambling elderly shy; Harrington 
pullled him up into a walk, and rode sulkily 
on, and allowed the other three riders to melt 
from him in the shades of evening. 

Yes, she was beautiful exceedingly, and it 
would be promotion for a country solicitor to 
be engaged to a girl of such high standing ; but 
he felt that his relations with her were hedged 
round with difficulty. She was expensive her- 
self, and a cause of expense in others. She 
had spent the brightest years of her girlhood 
in visiting tn country houses, where every- 
thing was on a grander &cale than at the 
Mount. She had escaped from the barrenness of 
home to the mansions of noblemen and million- 
aires. She had strained all her energies to- 
wards one aim—to be jon. roe and to be asked 
to good houses. She had run the gauntlet of 
most of the best smokerooms in the three 
kingdoms, and had been talked about every- 
where as the handsome Miss Baldwin. Yet her 
twenty-seventh birthday had sounded, and she 
was Miss Baldwin stijl. Half-a-dozen times 
she had fancied herself on the eve of a great 
success—such a marriage as would at once ex- 
alt her to the pinnacle of social distinction— 
and at the last moment, as it seemed, the man 
had changed his mind, Some malicious harpy 
‘mother of ugly daughters, or disappointed 
spinster, had told the eligible suitor ‘ things” 
about Miss Bald win—harmless little deviations 
from the rigid lines of maidenly etiquette, and 
the suitor had cried off, fearing in his own 
succinct speech that he was going to be “ had.” 

At seven-and-twenty, damaged by the repu- 
tation of failure—spoken of by the initiated as 
‘that handsome girl Maltravers so nearly mar- 
ried, don’t you know?”—Miss Baldwin felt 
that all hope of a great match wasover. The 
funeral bell of ambition had tolled. She began 
to grow reckless ; eat her dinner, and took her 
dry champagne, with a masculine gusto; 
smoked as many cigarettes as a secretary of 
legaticn ; read all the new French novels, and 
talked about them with her partners; was 
keen upon racing, and loved euchre and nap. 
She had half made up her mind to throw her- 
self away upon the first wealthy cotton-spinner 
she might meet up in the ‘North when she 
allowed herself to be touched by Harrington 
Dalbrook’s somewhat boyish devotion, and 
began to wonder whether it might not be well 
for her to 2nd her chequered career by a love 
match. 

He was good-looking, much better educated 
than her brother and her brother's set, and he 
adored her. But on the other hand he was 
utterly without any claims to be considered 
‘*smart,” and marriage with him would mean 
at best bread and cheese—or would at least 
mean nothing better than bread and cheese 
until they should both be middle-aged, and she 
should have lost all semblance of a waist. She 
had met solicitors’ wives in society who wore 
diamonds, and who hurried away from evening 
parties because they were afraid of their horses 
catching cold—a carefulness which to her mind 
implied that horses were a novelty. She had 
even heard of solicitors making big fortunes ; 
but she concluded that those were exceptional 
men, and she did not see in her lover's char- 
acter the potentiality of wealth beyond the 
dreams of avarice. 


Moved by these mixed feelings she allowed 
her lover to dangle ina state of uncertainty, 
and to spend all his spare cash upon those airy 
nothings which a young lady,of Miss Baldwin’s 
easy temper will accept from even a casual 
admirer. He knew the glover whose gloves she 
approved, and she occasionally told him the 
color of a gown in advance, so that he might 
give her a suitable fan; and she had, further- 
more, an off-hand way of mentioning any songs 
or new French novels she fancied. 

**How very sweet of you,” she would say, 
when the songs or the books appeared, ‘‘ but it 
is really too bad—I must never mention any- 
thing [ want in your hearing.” 

In spite of which wise remark the volatile 
damsel went on mentioning things, and being 
surprised when her wishes were gratified. 


Miss Baldwin had met Lady Cheriton and 
her daughter both in town and country, and 
she and her people had been invited to garden 
parties at Cheriton Chase, but there had been 
no intimacy between the families. Lady 
Cheriton shrank with an inward terror from a 
young lady of such advanced opinions as those 
which dropped like pearls and diamonds—or 
like toads and adders—according to the idea of 
her hearers—from Miss Baldwin’s lips. Rumors 
of the young man’s infatuation had been con- 
veyed to the Priory by Juanita’s mother-in-law 
and Harrington having gone to a family dinner 
at Milbrook was severely interrogated by his 
cousin. 

“T hepe there is no truth in what I have 
heard about you, Harry,” she said confidenti- 
ally, when he was sitting by her in her 
favorite corner within the shadow of a tall 
Japanese screen. 

“T cannot answer that Se until you 
tell me what you have heard,” he replied with 
offended dignity. 

“Something that would make me very 
unhappy if it were true. I was told you were 
getting entangled with that Miss Baldwin.” 

**T don’t know why you should lay such an 
offensive emphasis upon the demonstrative 
pronoun. Miss Baldwin is beautiful and 
accomplished—and—I am very proud of being 
attached te her.” 

** Has it gone so far as that, Harry? Are you 
actually engaged to her?” 

“Tam nct actually engaged—she has a right 
to look a good deal hizher—but I hope to make 
her my wife as soon as I am in a postion to 
marry. She has given me so much encourage- 
ment that I don’t think she will refuse me 
when the right time comes,” 

‘* But, my dear boy, she is always giving en- 
couragement,” exclaimed Juanita, anxiously. 

Dear little Lucy Grenville was at the piano 
at the other end of the room playing an infan- 
tile arrangement of ‘“ Batti, batti,” with fin- 
gers of iron, while mother and grandmother 
hung over her enraptured, and while the rest 
of the family party talked their loudest, so the 
cousins in the nook by the fire were not afraid 
of being overhead. ‘‘She is the most encour- 
aging young lady I ever heard. She has jilted 
and been jilted a dozen times, I believe——” 

“You bel‘eve,” echoed Harrington, with 
intense indignation; ‘‘I wonder that a girl of 
your good sense—in most things—can give heed 
to such idle gossip.” 

196 you mean to say that she has not been 
jilted? 

“Certainly not. I know that her name has 
been associated with the names of men in 
society. Silly people who write for the papers 
have given out things about her. She was to 
marry Lord Welbeck, Sir Humphrey Random 
—Heaven knows whom. A girl can’t stay at 
big houses, and be admired as she has been 
without all manner of reports getting about. 
But she is heartily sick of that kind of life, an 
endless web of unmeaning gaieties—that is 
what she herself cailed it. She will be very 
glad to settle down to a refined, quiet life—say, 
at the West End of London, with a Victoria 
and brougham, and a small house, prettily 
furnished, One can furnish so prettily and 
so cheaply nowadays,” concluded’ Harrington, 
with his mind’s eye upon certain illustrated 
advertisements he had seen of late—Jacobean 
dining-rooms—Sheraton drawing-rooms—for a 
mere song. 

“IT have heard people say that a reformed 
rake makes a good husband,” said Juanita, 
gravely, ‘‘but I have never heard that a re- 
formed flirt makes a good wife.” 

‘It is a shame to talk like that, Juanita. 
Every handsome girl is more or less a flirt. 
She can’t help flirting. Men insist upon flirt- 
ing with her,” 

‘**Does your father know that you mean to 


|} marry Miss Baldwin?” 


“No, I have never mentioned marriage to 
him. That will come in good time.” 

** And do you think he will approve ?” 

“T don't know. He is full of old-fashioned 
prejudices ; but I don't see how he can object 


my marrying inty one of the county fami- 
ies, 

“Don’t ycu think it will be more like Miss 
Baldwin marrying out of one of the county 
families? I’m afraid from what I know of her 
brother and of old Lady Baldwin they would 
both want hér to marry money.” 

“*T suppose they have wanted that for the 
last four or five years,” answered Harrington ; 
* but it has not come off, and they must be satis- 
fied if she chooses to marry for love.” 

‘** Well, I mustn’t plague you any more, Harry. 
I see your heart is too deeply involved. I hope 
Miss Baldwin is a nicer girl than I have ever 
thought her. Girls are sometimes prejudiced 
against each other.” 

“* Occasionally,” says Harrington, with satiri- 
cal emphasis. 

Lucy finished “ Batti, batti,’ with a final 
chord in the bass and a final twirl in the treble, 
and was pronounced by her grandmother to 
have achieved wonders. 

‘* Her time is a little uncertain,” her mother 
remarked modestly; “but she has a magnifi- 
cent ear. You should see her run to the win- 
dow when there is an organ in the street.” 

‘** Yes, mother,” cried Johnny, ‘‘ but she never 
stays to listen unless there is a monkey on the 


top.” 

December came, and the hunt ball, at which 
more than one of Miss Baldwin’s discarded or 
discarding admirers were present. The young 
lady looked very bandsome in white satin and 
gauze, without a vestige of color abour her 
costume, and with her bodice cut with an 


audacity which is the peculiar privilege of. 


dressmakers who live south of Oxford street, 
The white gown set off Miss Baldwin’s brilliant 
coloring, and looked well against the pink coats 
of her partners. 

Harrington’s dress suit had been a thing of 
beauty and a joy to him when it came home 
from his London talor’s, folded as no human 
hands could ever fold it ayain, enshrined in 
layers of tissue paper. His sisters had helped 
to unpack it, and had exclaimed at the ex- 
travagance of the corded-silk lapels and the 
satin sleeve-lining, and he had himself deemed 
that the archetypal coat could scarcely be more 
beautiful. Yet in this lurid ball-room he felt 
ashamed of his modest black twilled kersimere, 
and the insignificance of his white tie. The 
fox-hunters seemed to him to have it all their 
own ~~ 

Miss Baldwin however was not unkind. She 
danced with him oftener than with anyone 
else, especiaily after supper, when she became 
unconscientious and forgetful as to her engage- 
ments, and when her card was found to hold 
twice as many names as there were dances, 
and one caricature of a lobster walczing with a 
— bottle, supplied by an unknown 

and. 

It was a cold, clear night, and youth and im- 
eat were going in couples to the garden 

hind the ball-room for coolness between the 
dances, and to look at the frosty stars, which, 
in the enthusiasm of girlhood, were accepted 
as a novelty. Harrington and Juliet were 
among those who ventured into the garden. the 
lady wrapped in a great white fur cloak, which 
made her look like a haystack in a snow-piece. 

‘*Poor Doriscourt brought me this polar 
bear-skin,” she said. ‘He shot the bear him- 
self, at the risk of his life. I had asked him to 
bring me a skin when he came home.” 

** You asked him to give you something for 
which he must risk his life, and yet you make 
a great fuss at accepting Daudet’s last novel 
from me,” said Harrington, with tender re- 
proachfulness. 

** Ah, but you and Doriscourt are so differ- 
ent,” exclaimed Juliet, rather contemptuously. 
**He was a great dare.devil, who would have 
come down hand-over-hand on a rope from the 
= if there had been any way of getting up 

ere. 

** What has become of him?” 

“Dead! He died a year ago—of drink, I'm 
afraid—lung-complaint complicated with del. 
trem. Poor fellow!” 

She breathed a deep sigh, with that little 
pensive air which in a young lady of experience 
is as much as to say, *“‘ He was the only man I 
ever loved,” and then she turned the conversa- 
tion and talked of the supper and the cham- 
pagne, which she sweepingly condemned. 

arrington hated that talk about the supper. 
He would have preferred talking of the stars 
like a school-girl, or Claude Melnotte, ‘‘ won- 
dering what star should be our home when love 
becomes immortal.” ‘To be told that the wine 
which now glowed in his veins and intensified 
his passion was not worth three-and-sixpence 
a bottle jarred upon his finer feelings. ‘* You 
are such a cynic,” he said. “I think I shall 
never get any nearer to vour real self—for I 
know there is a heart under that mocking 
vein, 

And then he repeated his simple story of a 
humble, devoted love—humble because the 
woman he loved was the loveliest among all 
womankind, and because she occupied a higher 
plane than that on which his youth had been 
spent. 

“But ros have taught me what ambition 
means,” he said. ‘* Only promise to be my wife 
and you shall see that I am in earnest--that it 
is in me to succeed.” 

She had long been wavering—touched by his 
truthfulness, bis boyish sentiment—very weary 
of life at the Mount, where the mother scolded 
and the sister sneered, and where the underfed 
and underpaid servants were frankly disoblig- 
ing, where her brother rarely saw his woman- 
kind except at meals, which periods of family 
life he enlivened by a good deal of strong lan- 
guage, grumbling at the cookery, and at the 
deterioration of landed property in general, 
and his ownin particular. The rest of his home- 
life he spent in the billiard-room or the stables, 
where he found the society of the saddle-room 
more congenial than the dreariness of the 
drawing-room, where his mother and sister 
were not always on a terms. 

From such a house as the Mount —-goodly and 
fair to look upon without as many whited sep- 
ulchres—any escape would be welcome. Juliet 
felt that she was a great deal too good fora 
young mau of uncertain prospects and hum- 
drum surroundings ; but he was very much in 
love, and he was good-looking, and in her own 
ee phraseology, she was beginning to 

e rather weak about him. She was so weak 
that she let him hold her unresisting hand as 
they stood side by side in the garden, and de- 
vour it with kisses. 

**You certainly ought to do well in the 
world,” she said sweetly; “for you are the 
most persistent person I ever knew.” 

He looked round, saw that they were alone 
in the garden and clasped her in his arms, 

lar bear and all, and kissed the unresisting 
ips, as he had kissed the unresisting hand. 

*“My dearest,” he exclaimed, ‘‘ that means 
for life, does it not?” 

**You are taking everything for granted,” 
she said ; ‘‘ but I suppose it must be so. Only 
remember I don’t want our engagement talked 
about till you are in a more assured position. 
My mother would make home a hell upon 
earth, if she knew.” 

“7 will do nothing rash, nothing that you do 
not approve,” replied Harrington, considerably 
relieved by this injunction; fdr although it 
was not Matthew Dalbrook’s habit to makea 
pandemonium of the family circle, Harrington 
feared that he would strongly disapprove of 
such an alliance as that which his younger son 
had chosen for himself. He welcomed the idea 

of delay, hoping to be more firmly seated at the 
office desk before he must needs make the un- 
pleasing avowal. ‘‘ When my father finds I 
am valuable to him he will be more inclined to 
indulgence,” he thought. 


(To be Continued.) 





lnscdilphecinietttns elie! 
Fashion’s Changes. 

Mr. De Style—Why, my dear, I'm glad to see 
you so composed. When I left this morning 
you were weeping and wailing and tearing 
your hair, because Fido was sick. 

Mrs, De Style-—Well, you see, just after you 
left, Mrs, Tiptop came in and told me that dogs 
of Fido’s breed were going out of fashion. So 
I dried my tears and kicked him out. 
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P county fami- 


A Smart Boy and his Grandpapa. 


** It’s like witchcraft,” said she. ‘*‘ What can 
have oe of the picture? Mr. Merrill will 
* , yhat shall I say to him?” 
an vere Three Wise Men came out from the East— be here, and w : J 

One, Melchior and Balthazar !” Mr. Merrill stayed away. 

Mary Addis was humming the refrain softly It will be the best way in which I can show 
to herself, over and over again, as she sat in “Lis ar went to New va th t 
the small studio that she had improvised in the Sa ee re ain 

‘ week, to attend the coming out ball of a certain 


Solving the Riddle. 


more like Miss 
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I know of her ; 
‘in they would a 


d that for the 
d Harrington ; 








must be satis- north end of the garret, with draperies of friend of hers, one Miss Justinia Elder. When 

ao f Turkey-red cloth artistically hung to a she came back, she went at once to her brother’s 

y more, Harry. the rough boards and unplaned beams. 0 | library TOILET 

olved. I hope spite of the crackling fire in the air-tight wood “i've found it, Juan,” sald she. 

in I have ever stove, the little nook was uncomfortably chill, “Noned what, Auaustet” LAUNDRY 

es prejudiced for the big window rattled in its socket &t each ‘The Escorean. The Three Wise Men.” or BATH 
: : gust of the west Se iene a eee ee “Yes! And where?” rather incredulously. 

mn, with satiri- shone upon a wintry landscape of frozen river “That girl has sold it, for twenty dollars, to White cleantag eveeyt! 10 0 apple 


and snow-mantied fields. 


Mrs. Elder.” 


“. in an easy, cheap, nice way, IT 


with a final *‘] shall finish this in a week more, if no- “Ss . XM inti ” 

1 in the treble, thing happens to delay me,” thought Mary. “ oo sue aetent ' saw it myself on PREVENTS 
andmother to «And Mrs. Elder is to give It ae ae Justinia Elder’s boudoir wall. And she told 

» for it—and poor mamma shall have the invalid | 11. her mother bought it of one Mary Addis, Roughness, Redness and 
»” her mother chair she needs, and perhaps there will be a| who prefessed to have painted it ‘herself. Chapping 
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little left for fruit and toys for the children! 
But I shall be sorry to part with it ; it is going 
to bea pretty picture, I think, although no- 
thing like the original !” 

And she glanced lovingly at her model, a 
foot-square bit of canvas, framed in gleaming 
gold, which represented — eastern sun- 
rise with the Epiphany Star shining above 
three turbaned pilgrims, on the shore of a 
misty, palm-shadowed river, and once more 
she sang the words, this time only just above 
her breath : 

«« There were Three Wise Men came out from the East— 
Casper, Melchior and Balthazar !” 

She had just added a thought more scarlet to 
the robe of the middle monarch, when the door 
flew open, and her little sister stood there, 
breathless and terrified. 

“Mary! Mary!” she cried, “make haste! 
Mamma has had one of her bad turns over at 
WidowGauffer’s! They want you rightaway!” 

The brush dropped from Addis’ hand ; she 
sprang from her seat, and, without waiting to 
remove her linen painting blouse, caught a 
shawl from the nearest chair and ran down 
stairs. 
ae Poor Mary! Life’s trials had encompassed 
her but too early, and the care of her invalid 
mother was.a heavy weight on her slender 


There’s your pink of perfection, your mirror of 
integrity, ’ she added, scornfully. 

Juan Merrill thoughtfully pulled his mus- 
tache. 

**There is some mistake here,” said he, 

‘**A mistake? How can there be a mistake?” 
cried Miss Merrill, angrily. ‘* Don’t I tell you 
I saw it myself!” 

“In spite of that,” said Merrill, ‘“‘I still 
believe Miss Addis to be the mirror of integrity. 
And I mean to go at once to the Addis farm- 
house, to inquire into the whole business. 

Augusta bit herlip. Of all things her chief 
desire was to keepJuan as far away as possible 
from pretty Mary Addis, and she could not but 
see that her intelligence had had directly the 
wrong effect. 

Mary Addis was neither reading in her 
boudoir, nor playing the guitar in a bower of 
roses, like the ideal young lady of the fash- 
ionable novel. She was =—— pies 
in the kitchen, and the traces of recent tears 
were yet on her cheek, when Mr. Merrill 
knocked at the door. She turned as pale asa 
pale lily-leaf when she saw him. 

**Oh, Mr. Merrill!” she gasped. 

“Don’t cry, Mary!” he exclaimed. ‘Dear 
Mary, all the pictures that ever were painted 


ite tie. The - 
it all their girlish shoulders. are not worth one of those tears ! : 

In a wild, back-country wilderness like this ** But—but—you must think me a thief——” 

inkind. She nobody paid much heed to locks and keys, and “T think you are an angel!” said Juan. 

‘““No—you cannot escape, my darling! You 


vith anyone 
she became 


five minutes afterwards, when a sleigh drew 
up before the Addis farm-house, Mrs. Elder 


must stay here long enough to hear me vow 


here " d her daughter encountered no difficulty in | that I love you!” 
und to hold making chelr way up to Mary’s studio, after And so, over pie-board and the stewed pump- 
kin, and the basket of pearl white eggs, Mary 


ere dances, 
zing witha 
n unknown 


they hal knocked and called, called and 
knocked, in vain for a guide. 

“These country people are so strange,” said 
Miss Justinia Elder, shivering in her sealskins., 
‘Probably they've gone to a_ corn-husking 


Addis became engaged to Juan Merrill. She 
had sometimes tancied that he liked her, but 
she had never dared to hope for this. And as 
for Juan, he believed Mary; to be the queen-rose 


uth and im- wed 

the coin a or an apple-bee or something. Oh, what a dear | of all the world. bi 

etween the ; 4 ittle studio! And what an exquisite view of ** But,” said Mary, smiling through her happy 

ars, which exe White-back Peak over these woods!” tears, “all this don’t solve the riddle. What 

re accepted alg “ Here’s the very picture!” cried Mrs, Elder. | can } maggot have become of the Escorean ? 

uliet were i “«The Wise Men and the Star.’ Now I call! ‘Oh, hang the Escorean! said Juan, “ What 

garden. the ey this fortunate.” do I care for Escoreans so long as I have you?” 
For Mrs. Virgil Elder was the lady who had * Yes, but, Juan——” 
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commissioned Miss Addis to paint the picture, 
and who had now come, somewhat in advance 
of the stipulated time, to claim the treasure. — 
“And all framed into the bargain,” said 
Justinia, eying the gilt scrolls and mouldings 
with a critical glance, ‘* Well, she has been 
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At that moment there came a footstep on the 
threshold, the tap of a whip handle on the 
door. It was Peter Gauffer returning from 
milk. 

“I stopped at the post office,” said Peter, 
with an explanatory snort. ‘‘ Postma’am she 
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High Life in France. 





As is well known politics and society are 
more closely connected in France than perhaps 
in any other country. Inthe New World they 
have little to do with each other, the beau 
monde is a sphere altogether apart from the 
political system. But in France the traditions 
of the su/un have survived both the monarchy 
and the empire, and high society not merely 
acts powerfully upon public life, but toa still 
greater degree perhaps is influenced by it. 
This being the’case it is not surprising that the 
widespread political corruption which prevails 
in French governmental affairs should have 
re-acted upon social life and manners. A re- 
cently published work La Fin dun Monde, by 
M. Edouard Drumont gives a very forcibly 
drawn, though perhaps somewhat 
colored picture of the terrible degeneracy 
and moral corruption of fashionable Parisian 
circles. The author, although politically 
a reactionary, does not spare the aristo- 
cratic and exclusive element—the inheri- 
tors of the traditions of the ancienne noblesse 
—from his sweeping strictures. According 
to him the former restrictions of caste, 
once so powerful, have been completely swept 
away before the power of suddenly acquired 
wealth. A shoal of adventurers made rich by 
fraudulent contracts and shady speculations 
have been able to buy the entree into the most 
exclusive mansions. The result has been not 
only a lowering of morals, but what is con- 
siderably worse in the eyes of the average 
Frenchman—the decadence of manners. Men 
and women of the most notorious antecedents 
can associate upon terms of equality and friend- 
ship with the very flower of the Faubourg St. 
Germain, and their lack cf polish and refine- 
ment has infected the whole of modern French 
society. A certain show of exclusiveness 
is still kept up—but this is merely to enhance 
the price which the owners of the money-bags 
must pay for admission to the charmed circle. 
Tribute is levied upon them by the poor and 
once proud bearers of noble names in many 
irdirect ways—sometimes indeed directly and 
without show of concealment. A commission 
to a needy aristocrat will buy an introduction 
to high life. As to the shifts and dishonorable 
modes of life to which some social leaders are 
obliged to resort to keep up their estabiish 
ments on the scale now demanded by a world 
in which Mammon is supreme we dare hardly 


follow the author. 
revelations recall the corruptions of the period 
before the Revolution—with 
element of venality, and the absence of those 
refinements and graces owing to which in the 
words of Burke “ vice lost half its evil by los- 
ing all its grossness.6 The state of affairs 
which Drumont depicts not only as regards 
high life, but society in its broader aspects 
gives us the key to Boulangerism. 





The American Giri Abroad, 

English periodicals and newspapers are still 
discussing the American girl, whose social tri- 
umphs in the most select and exclusive circles 
of the Old Country, are yet a cause of much 
amazement to old-fashioned 
The process of capturing specially eligible 
members of the aristocracy—along with some 
who are not particularly eligible—by freshly 
imported American damsels, has been going 
on for some time, but the novelty of the sen- 
sation has not apparently diminished. Punch 
sized up the situation the other day in a car- 
toon representing the British matron alarmed 
for the future prospects of her group of eli- 
gible daughters engaging an American gover- 
ness just over from New York to teach her | 





offs; ring the United States language with all | ( 


the idioms—and remarking that there were still 
a iew dukes left in the matrimonial market. 
Various are the reasons assigned for the suc- 
cess of the fair Americans in securing the best 
prizes in the race for a settlementin life. A 
recent writerin the National Review lays it all 
to the difference in training. The English girl | 
is not naturally very dissimilar to the Ameri- 
can, but she has been carefully watched and | 
guarded from all free, familiar association with | 
the other sex, and even after she has ‘‘come | 
out” is kepc as it were tied to her mother's | 
apron-string. Her American cousin on the 
contrary has been brought up on the ‘go as 
you please” principle. She has associated 
freely with young men and knows how to take 
care of herself. Consequently there is a free- 
dom and snap about her conversation which 
captivates men accustomed to the tameness | 
and insipidity of ordinary drawing-room con- 
verse. There is another reason which is perhaps 
a still more potent one. The American girls | 
who marry titles in Britain are nearly always 
wealthy. It is only, asa rule, rich Americans 
who get into the exclusive set where marriage- 
able dukes and earls are to be met with. The 
aristocrats who regard money as essential 
in choosing a wife have, of course, ample 
room for selection among their own 
countrywomen. But for a nobleman to 
marry the daughter of an Englishman who 
had grown rich by trade or speculation would 
be regarded as something of a mesalliance. 


It is different in the case of an American 
whom nobody expects to have a pedigree and 
whose family antecedents are judged from 
quite a different standard to that which would 
be applied to English people. In short, an 
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A good move has been made in instituting 
the People’s Popular (sic) Concerts, one of 
which was given on Tuesday evening, and ifa 
large audience is any criterion of appreciation, 
its promoters must have felt encouraged to pro- 
ceed, even though they have started their 
project only late in the season. The perform- 
ers were Mrs. Caldwell, Miss Jessie Alexander, 
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getting Lieut. Butterworth’s reputation into 
his hands LeSage persuades Eleanor to marry 
him, and Lord Chumley goes forth in disgrace 
after a remarkably clever little drunken scene, 
which he originates to distract attention from 
his friend Lieut. Butterworth’s trouble. In 
order to raise money to pay his friend’s debt. 
Chumiley lives in a garret and endures re- 
markable privation and many troubles the 
chief of which is Meg, the Angel of 
the Attic, “‘who does annoy me sow!” 
At last the ¢roops come home from Egypt and 
Lieut, Butterworth explains everything almost 
at the same moment that Lord Chumley pays 
the young soldier's debt and frees him from 





over- | 


Miss May McCormack and Messrs. Clarke, 
Ramsay and Warrington, all popular names, A kindly star looked down on the birth of | possible disgrace. When Eleanor discovers 
whose efforts met with the usual applause and | Miss Julia Marlowe, and propitious powers | how much Chumley has suffered, how heroic- 
encores. An orchestra was present under Mr.,) have been more than lavish iu the gifts they | ally he stood everything for her sake like a 
Arthur Depew, and it is right in this idea of a |.have conferred on this gentle girl. She has | little man, of course she loves him and the 
small orchestra that the element of success | sudderly dropped on the stage almost as a | villain no longer pursues her, and everybody is 
should lie, if the orchestra is made a more | being from another sphere, and is already | happy. Cyril Scott, as Lieut. Hugh Butter- 
prominent feature than it was on Tuesday | taking rank with artists who have achieved | worth, isa gallant and graceful young man who 
evening, when it was down for only two | fame by years of laborious study. Since she | plays his part well. Herbert Archer, as Gasper 
numbers. There is really no reason why | stood blushing and trembling on the stage of | Le Sage the ex-convict and adventurer, is so ex- 
a small professional orchestra of sixteen | a Boston theater responding to the cheers and |.actly a Frenchman that one can scarcely believe 
or twenty members should not make itself | plaudits of an enthusiastic audience, her tour | heis playinga part, except in those points where 
a prominent and welcome feature of our | has been a succession of triumphs, and those | he appears just a little like a wild beast, but 
musical entertainments, if its members will | who saw her at the Grand Opera House last | as this is entirely facial and unaccompanied by 
only exercise some self-denial and meet for | week now know the reason. A dozen old | rant, it is atribute tothe strength of his acting. 
rehearsals without pay until a fair repertoire | timers were heard mentioning the name of | Mr. Bishop as Adam Butterworth is a natural 
is learned. They must have a good conductor | Adelaide Neilson and saying that no more | and forcible old man. Rowland Buckstone’s 
who knows his men and who knows the in- | pleasing representation of several roles taken | Tommy Tucker is agood natured interpretation 
struments they play, and they should pin in | by Miss Marlowe had been seen here since the | of a rough and ready part. George Bachus as 
their hats the motto: “If we don’t practice | days of that incomparable actress, Blink, Tully Marshall as Winterbottom, Isabel 
sufficiently to play well, no one will want to . . ra : Campbell as Jessie Deane and Kitty Wilson as 
hear us.” One reason why orchestras are dis- Miss Marlowe is a beautiful girl. One cannot Meg make a very even support and their little 
pensed with so frequently when they might, call her a woman without violating the im- shortcomings should be passed over. Kate 
and perhaps should, be used, is because it is | Pression she makes on those who see heron | patterson’s Lady Adeline and Bell Archer's 
next to impossible to get the members together | the stage. She is not womanly in the sense of | Eleanor were exceedingly yood, and take it all 
for practice, consequently they play badly, And | being mature in form and character, but girlish | around this week's attraction at the Grand will 
then they sneer at the city, and say it won’t and so deliehtfully girlish that it lends a charm | pe remembered as one of the most pleasant, 


support an orchestra. even to the slight imperfections of her acting. | artistic and well appreciated performances of 
| * Her eyes are large and blue. They are honest | the season of 1888 89. 


—" : eyes, and the mute appeal in their lustrous . 

ae y snow is more eloquent than speech, Her| I had a chat with Sothern in his dressing- 
in these columns asked for a string quartette | dark, curly hair is bunched at the back of a | room and found him a nervous, young fellow, 
and am glad to say that we shall yet have | Small, well-poised head. She has a strong, intensely devoted to his art, and intensely 
some chamber music ere the season closes. Four | clear-cut face, straight nose, a mouth rather | alive to ee ee phase of the mimic life 
teachers of the Conservatory, Messrs. Boucher, | !arge with white, even teeth and nervous, | around him. He told me that he had been 
Napolitano, D'Auria and Dinelli have formed | flexible lips, which are as expressive as her afraid that his delineation of Lord Chumley 
a quartette, and are hard at work. Their first | eyes, and which modulate the tones of a voice might be taken for a caricature of the well- 
concert takes place on Monday, April 29, when | 48 clear and mellow as the note of a blackbird. born Englishman, and therefore objectionable 
they will play a quartette of Haydn and one by | Her slender supple figure is as graceful as | to Torontonians. I was sorry to find he had so 
Mendelssohn. These will be played in full and Euphrosyne, and whether dressed in the flowing | much fear of our prejudices and so little idea 
g | and clinging robes of Parthenia, or the doublet | of our appreciation of art. 
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Local energy has again 
creditable. I have several times this winter 








Earth’s .Winter-Sleep and Spring-Awaking. 





For Saturday Nwht. 


When winter comes earth seeks repose, 
And lest she feel the chilling storm, 
God covers her with virgin enows, 
And tucks them in to keep her warm. 


That nothing may her rest disturb, 
And hushed be cataract and rill, 

God puts within their mouth his curb 
Of mighty frost, and holds them still. 


Yet all abroad, roused from their calm, 

The unchained winds may sweep the sky ; 
God weaves their notes into a psalm, 

And bids them be earth’s lullaby. 


She sleeps her weariness away, 

And when the hours their signal ring, 
God marks unerringly the day, 

And wakes her with the kiss of spring. 


Now snow and ice no more enthrall 
The earth, rejoicing to be free ; 

God pours on them the beams of Sol, 
And sends them laughing to the sea. 


Toronto, March 16, 1889. H.R. WY 





Disillusioned. 





For Saturday Night. 


I saw her to-night in her box 
And lovely she looked as of yore, 

There seemed not a dimple the less, 
Not even a wrinkle the more 

For the years that had + ped ; and her hair 
Had lost not a glint of its gold ; 

While the rose on her cheek was as fresh 
As when we were lovers of old. 


A beautiful w 2>man—and stil), 
As I emiled her a tacit farewell 
From my chair, not a throb of my heart 
Confessed the old passionate spell. 
For something was lacking—some charm 
That I knew there “‘ lang syne””—or maybe 
It but seemed then, was but a mirage 
Such as only love's travelers see. 


Ah, well! she was wise, I've no doubt, 















Suffice it to say that his | 


the additional | 


English people. | 


| attending to his business like a good, sensible 


| all orders that have combined to make him one 


other lighter pieces will be added as weli a 
solos. 


* 

A few days ago I received a copy of the 
Leipsic Centralblatt fuer Musik, containing an 
article by Carl Ress on the development of the 
higher register of the voice. Herr Ress was in 


principal vocal teachersin Leipsic., All teachers 
will have observed the difficulty of blending 
the highest with the middle register, especially 
in male voices. Ress’ method of overcoming 
this difficulty is worthy of trial. He advises 
the student to sing softly in the high register 
on the vowel sound ee, then ah followed by ai. 
This soft tone should be what is vulgarly 
known as falsetto, and should then be developed 
into the stronger ‘‘closed” tone, anc distributed 


etc, This theory is a fair one, and these sug- 


produce lightness of tone and agility in the 


upper notes. 7 


Mr. Agramonte is full of big projects just 
now. He proposes to build an Opera Comique 
on Fifth avenue, has the necessary financial 
backing, and has an undiscovered mine of 
fresh, beautiful voices, who are to render comic 
| opera in the ‘“‘ American” language, the whole 
| scheme to be topped off with the mere trifle of 
| stimulating American composition and a pos- 
| sible American school of music by giving 
annually a prize of $1,000 for a libretto, and 
$2,000 fora score! As my old German teacher 
; used to say of any particularly sanguine 
| youth: “Er hat grosse Resinen im Kopf!” 
The American Musician very aptly says of the 
Signor’s latest fad: *‘ He has all the money he 
wants, he says he has singers here that cannot 
be matched elsewhere, and haif a dozen com- 
| posers the equal of any abroad. I wish he had 
| given us the names of his singers and of his 
| half-dozen composers. Who are his twenty 
prima donna? Whois the doctor of Baltimore 
whose tenor voice will make us open our eyes ? 
| Or the Canadian basso? Or the Creole lady 
| from New Orleans? They may be all as 
| good as Agramonte’s fancy paints them, 
but I should just like to know something 
more about them.” I can answer for the 
Janadian basso. He is still in Hamilton, 








young man. But, hold! I know of another 
Canadian—a baritone—of whom he has an 
equally high opinion. At a!l events he told 
him (the baritone) so last summer. But this 
gentleman is also likely to maintain the strict 
attention to business and prompt tulfilment of 


of Toronto's successful business men. I cannot 
help fancying that our friend with the contra- 
dictory name has discovered a sort of philoso- 
pher's stone in the advertising line. He loses 
no diamonds, keeps no detectives to watch 
them while be sings, is not vaccinated in the 
leg for fear of destroying the beauty of his 
arm, does not develop a mad dog in the cars, 
and does not figure as the agerieved party in 
divorce cases, but he—starts fads about dis- 
covering hidden and talented American sing- 
ers, with an occasional Canadian thrown in, 
and thus tickles the popular United States 


fancy,as well as thatof Mr. Wiman’s followers 
It all comes around to this: He that knows not 
how to advertise, must starve. Mr. A. wont 
starve just yet. cs 

Rev. E. P. Crawford of Brockville, who was 
our favorite baritone here some twenty years 
ago, has written two songs, published by Nord- 
heimer. The Cobbler tells a pretty story and 
the music has a good swing about it, with a 
spirited refrain. The other song, The Dying 
Chorister, has a touching strain, and the set- 
ting is melodious and taking, It is for tenor 


and hose of Rosalind and Viola, its every move- 


** Yet it is the sort of a fellow you will run 


ment reveals new combinations of chastely | against very often you know,” said he. 


beautiful lines. . 


But much as she owes to her physical per- 
fections, Miss Marlowe is not one of those 
time a noted vocalist and is now one of the | lleged actresses who star on their beauty 


and their wardrobe. She has ‘‘that within 


which surpasses show,” and which awakens 
most callous critic an enthusiasm 


in the 
that only the magic of genius can inspire. 


Wherein this subtle charm lies is difficult 
That mysterious something which 
an earnest 
and sympathetic personality, a pure intuitive 


to define. 


we call personal magnetism, 
taste, her spontaneous natural gesticulation 


and posing, together with the air of exquisite 
the spectator sink many small technical imper- 


beautiful character beautifully 
‘She has no method,” a critic has said. 


is as natural as the dews of heaven,” 
* 


Miss Marlowe's introduction to a Toronto 
audience was in the role of Parthenia in Ingo- 
mar, the Barbarian. The portrayal of the inno- 
cent and simple-minded Greek girl given by 
Miss Marlowe is largely original and wholly 
delightful. But of the four characters which 
she presented here Rosalind is undoubtedly 
her best. As You Like It is a half dream. It 
is redolent of the forest, of the fluttering of 
leaves, of the songs of birds, of the banks of 
moss and of the brook “that to the sleeping 
woods all night singeth a quiet tune.” Into 
to such a sylvan scene this child of nature drops 
as gracefully as a wild flower, and gives such 
a picture of the sweet, ethereal, bright, womanly 
conception of the great poet as one would like 
never to forget. With a clear idea of the 
poetic possibilities of the part and present- 
ing them with all the skill at her command, 
and it is not small, the chief offence of which 
we can accuse this actress is that which the 
younger Pitt so hotly resented—youth and its 
attendant inexperience and excessive sensi- 
bility. Many of us might wish to be guilty of 
the same. As Pauline in the Lady of Lyons 
and Viola in Twelfth Night, she gave universal 
pleasure, and many who have been charmed 
with her work at the commencement of her 
career would be pleased to see this clever 
young lady rise to the pinnacle of histrionic art. 

. 


portrayed. 
‘*She 





The support in this company was excellent, 
and the work of all the performers was in 
happy contrast with some of the Shakespeare 
companies that have visited us this season, 

It is not always an advantage t> be the son of 
a great man. So much is expected of one that 
even with superior ability the comparisons be- 
tween the sire and the son are apt to make it 
extremely difficult for the latter to achieve 
eminence. Those seeing E. H. Sothern in his 
new comedy, Lord Chumley, and remembering 
the Lord Dundreary of his father, cannot but 
feel that the son has great career before him. 
The comedy written for him by Henry C. De- 
Mille and David Belasco is unusually interest- 
ing and well constructed, Of course it is extra- 
vagant, but its exaggerations are conceivable 
within the range of possibility and everything 
is artistic, Sothern has a highly wrought, in- 
tense disposition, and in his voice while he so 
slowly drawls his words there is the vibration 
of a deep feeling beneath the surface which 
holds the heart of his auditor even while he 
laughs at the droll oddities of the luckless 
young lord who is not nearly so great a fool as 
he looks. The plot of the play consists of little 





or soprano. Other new music that has reached 
me is Six o’'Clock in the Bay, by Stephen 
Adams, Norman’s Tower, by F. N. Lohr, and 
Saint Anthony, by Adame, The first of these 
is one of those stirring sea songs which Adams 
writes so well, and which Maybrick sings so 
well. The last of these songs has a vein of | 


that is new, but it is so cleverly woven with 
strong situations and extravagant wit that ic 
really becomes almost thrilling in its cli-- 
maxes. Lord Chumley is in love with Eleanor 
the daughter of a retired tradesman named 
Butterworth. Eleanor does not take to him at 


American alliance gives all the advantage of | humor running through it, and has a good | once, and Gaspar LeSage, a Frenchman who 


the ordinary and long familiar bargain-and- 
sale contracts by which tarnished coronets are 
regilt by the money of the nouveawr riches 
without any social stigma attaching. 


rollicking movement to a pretty melody. Nor. 
man’s Tower is a strong song witha splendid 


melody, and a martial spirit, just the thing for 
a bright baritone. 


METRONOME, 


has been leading young Butterworth— Elean- 
or’s brother—to ruin, endeavors to win her for 
his wife. 


I assured him that Lord Chumley was the 
sort of a fellow one could not meet with too 
often as there is an under current of manliness 
and good hard sense and steady self-possession 
in him that one cannot but adnire. 




























































The scene is in Colorado. There is a great, 
grey rock just tipped with snow, and there is 
a nearer hillside green with mountain pines. 
The wear and tear of baggage cars and scene 
shifters has made these canvas pines look erra- 
tic and dissipated, but you can still see that 
they are pines. The railway winds away from 
the station far up among the hills till it loses 
itself in the mist. The station is Rawson’s Y, 


to the lower voice by descending runs, scales, | 8itlish freshness about her all unite to make | and Miss Positive Borroughs appears at the 


wicket of the Western Union Telegraph Com- 


gestions, if carefully followed out, should | fections in the pleasure he feels on seeing a pany office. Miss Borroughs is the telegraph 


operator, the station master’s daughter, and 
the heroine of the Main Line, by H. C. De Mille 
and Chas. Barnard, which has been seen at the 
Toronto Opera House this week. She is nota 
young lady of education. Indeed, considering 
her illiteracy and her dialect, it is remark- 
able that she is able to transmit mess- 
ages at all. Jim, the brakeman, does 
not love her for her messages, however. He 
loves her for herself. But there comes to Raw- 
son’s Y an artist, Lawrence Hatton. He is 
handsome, gifted, fascinating; and what won- 
der that « simple Colorado maiden like Possie 
Borroughs, who doesn’t know any more about 
civilization than to wear short dresses and 
black underclothing, should yield to Mr, 
Hatton's charms. But the path of true love is 
rougher than Jordan by a good deal—Jim is 
wrathy—Hatton discovers that the engaging 
Possie gambles occasionally, and he turns 
sadly away—-goes away on the roof of a freight 
car, in fact, along with Jim, who intends to 
toss him off the first convenient gulch they 
come to. Jim’s plans are spoiled, however, by 
the breaking of the train and the car starts to 
run back to tie station. Miss Burroughs sees 
it coming anc. turns the switch to side track 
it. As she does this she sees the express com- 
ing in the other way. She first turns the switch 
so as to save her lover and smash the express, 
Then she turns it so as to smash her lover and 
save the express, Finally she turns it so as to 
smash both. The result of it all is that she 
falls fainting across the track, leaving the 
leading clog dancer doing a thrilling locomo- 
tive-puffing act in the wings on a sheet of 
sandpaper, and the audience simmering in de- 
lightful perplexity. But to be brief. Jim, the 
fierce brakeman, is fortunately annihilated in 
this collision; Lawrence Hatton is saved, and 
two years after comes back to Rawson's Y, and 
Miss Borroughs says ‘‘yes” without any hesi- 
tation, 


To this main plot there are several side- 
lights. The play is remarkably bright and 
novel, With appropriate scenery and a good 
company, it would be very entertaining. In 
the shape in which it is presented at the 
Toronto Opera House, it would heighten its 
effect and add immeasurably to its popularity 
if the collision were to take place on the stage, 
sending the entire company to their last, long 
rest, with the exception of the pretty little lady 
who plays the heroine. Miss Laura Dinsmore 
is the only one of the company who can act 
a little bit. 

DRAMATIC NOTES. 

Mary Anderson’s favorite game is chess. 

Sara Bernhardt begins her season in Paris, 
playing uns un Miroir (As in a Looking 
Glass). 

Col. Sinn knocked a dude down in a Mil- 
waukee hotel lobby on Thursday for making 
an insulting comment as his wife, Cora Tanner, 
entered the door. 

Dave Peyser, in advance of Mary Anderson 
for Henry E, Abbey, alleges that he refused to 


give the St. Louis critics all the free tickets 


they demanded, hence their abuse of that great 


By one of the conventional means of | actress. 












To hearken the counsel they gave. 
And, “‘ better the darling of age,” 

Says the saw, ‘‘ than a young wooer's s'ave.” 
Yet I cannot help wond'ring if she 

Had kept troth with her lover of old, 
Would the face that I looked on to-night, 

Have seemed so impassively cold. 

Maurice O, 


Yesterday. 





Yesterday is dead 
And lies at rest, 
No breathing stirs 
The white-robed breast ; 
The groans and sobbing 
Are hushed at last. 
Thanks be to Heaven! 
Such pains are past. 
Seek not to rouse 
Ite unqnuiet ghost ; 
Conjure no phantom 
Of what is lost; 
Come away softly, 
And make no moan, 
Leaving thy perished hope 
Dead and alone. 

Z & Dana Unperutn in Seribaer's Mayazine 


How She Kept Lent 


They lingered at her father’s door, 
The moon was shining bright, 

And to the maiden o’er and o’er 
The youth had said ‘‘ Good night.” 


But still, reluctant to depart, 
Her tiny hand he pressed, 

While all the love that filled his heart 
His ardent looks confessed. 





At length she closer to him crept, 
Her eyes upon him bent, 

And softly asked, ‘‘ How have you kept 
Thus far, the fast of Lent ?” 


He smiled, and as a manly arm 
Around her waist he threw, 

He said, ‘‘I’ve done no neighbor harm— 
Pray, tell me, how have you?” 


‘Oh! better far, I'm sure,” she said, 
The charming little elf, 

* T’ve loved (she blushed and bent her head) 
My neighbor as myself.” 


‘* Who is your neighbor?” questioned he 
As to his breast he drew 
The gentle ma‘d, and blushing she 
With one word answered—“ You,” 


Vestis Angelica. 





{It was a custom of the early English Church for pious 
laymen to be carried in the hour of death to some monas- 
tery, that they might be clothed in the habit of the relig- 
ious order and might die amid the prayers of the brother- 
hood. The garment thus assumed was known as the Vestis 
Angelica.—See Moroni: Dizionario di Erudizione Storico- 
Ecc'esiastica, ii. 78; xcvi. 212.) 

O gather, gather! Stand 
Round her on either hand ! 
Ye shining angel band 

More pure than priest 
A garment white and whole 
Weave for this passing soul 
Whose earthly joy and dole 

Have almo:zt c ased. 


Weave it of mothers’ prayers, 

Of sacred thoughts and cares, 

Of peace beneath gray hairs, 
Ot hallowed pain ; 

Weave it of vanished tears, 

Of childlike hopes and fears, 

O! joys, by saintly years 
Washed free from stain. 


Weave it of happy hours, 
Of emiles and summer flowers, 
Of passing sunlit showers, 
Ot acts of love, 
Of pathways that did go 
Amid life’s work and woe ; 
—Her eyes still fixed below, 
Her thoughts above. 


Then, as those eyes grow dim, 
Chant ye her best-loved hymn 
While from yon church tower’s brim 
A soft chime swells, 
Her freed soul floats In bliss 
To unseen worlds from this, 
Nor knows in which it is 
She hears the bells. 
Tuomas Waentwortu Higeinson, in Scribner's Magazine 
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‘dolph to manage his racing-stable for him. 


Noted People. 


Thos Nast, the famous cartoonist, has b3en 
recently engaged by the San Francis:o Exvam- 





iner. 

“¢Mrs. Great Britain” isthe designation which 
is persistently used by a London society paper 
in speaking of Her Majesty the Queen. 

Truth says that Sir Julian Pauncefote is a 
good-natured, vain, pompous bit of average 
mediocrity, and is hardly up to the mark of 
British Minister at Washington. 


King Alexander I., the boy sovereign of 
Servia, is less of a child than his 13 years be- 
spzak. He already speaks French, German 
and Russian, and shows great capacity for 
study. 

Mrs. Margaret E. Sangster has accepted the 
position of editor of Harper's Bazaar. Mrs. 
Sangster has for years been associated with 
Harper’s publications. She is a well known 
writer of verse and prose. 


A heroic effigy of P. T. Barnum, cast in 
bronze, is now stored in a fire-proof warehouse 
in New York. When Mr. Barnum dies his 
partners will present the statue to his family. 
It weighs 5,000 pounds and cost $20,000. 


Secretary Rusk, who presides over the De- 
partment of Azriculture at Washington, was a 
tow-path companion of Garfield when the latter 
was a boy, and has been a stage driver, Sheriff, 
legislator, soldier, Congressman and Governor 
of Wisconsin. 


The following very funny anecdote is told of 
Lord Rosebery. <A very tedious nobleman 
was once addressing his brother peers in 
“the better place above,” and exclamed, 
“ And now, my lords, I paused to ask myself 
a question.”. ‘*He got a damned stupid an- 
swer, I'll be bound,” murmured the irreverent 
young Primrose, 


The late Mr. Halliwell Phillips, who died the 
other day, and whose bibliographical labors 
are highly esteemed, ran away with the daugh- 
ter of Sir Thomas Phillips of Mlddlehill, into 
whose house he had been admitted to consult 
the famous collection of books and manuscripts 

-which made the late Lord Houghton remark, 
‘*That fellow Halliwell has been spelling MSS. 
with an I in it.” 


When the Duke of Portland was a boy he 
was thirteen lives away from the title and 
without hope. Now, only 32 years old, he has 
an income of nearly a million dollars a year, 
and is noted for his luck. Miss Dallas Yorke, 
his fiancee, is over six feet tall, has broad 
shoulders, a small waist, a clear skin and a 
lovely smile. Portland -is*quoted as saying 
that he has loved her long. 


In a recent conversation on forms and social 
usages, Mrs. Harrison is quoted as saying: ‘‘I 
never read a book on etiquette in my life, for I 
believe the occasion will always suggest the 
kind of thing to do, which after all is the 
highest motive of life under all circumstances.” 
In the minutiz that followed she thought that 
native refinement wuuld be a better guide than 
the standard hand-book in eating fruit or game, 
and she had a poor opinion of the man or 
woman who had to take his meals like the girl 
in Ruddigore—from a book on politeness. 


One of the handsomest dresses and most 
striking figures at the Queen’s Drawing-Room 
was that of the Marchioness of Dufferin and 
Ava; the fabric was black velvet and lace, but 
it was manipulated in such charming puflings | 
of the lace, and unexpected glimpses of white 
satin underneath the velvet, that the coup d'wil 
differed amazingly from the glut of black and 
white tones all around; the train, moreover, 











was a truly magnificent piece of brocade, white 
design upon a black ground, with an enchanting 
piece of black lace bordering the edge. Diamond 
ornaments, and a bouquet of choice orchids, 





completed this really elegant Court mourning. 


The portrait of Worth, the great Parisian 
dressmaker, which we have the pleasure of 
giving on this page, must prove of quite unique | 
interest to many of your readers, 
too much to say that to be dressed by Worth is 
one of the luxuries desired by most women of 
taste and unlimited means, and it is superflu- 
ous to dwell upon the beauty and poetry, if one 
may say so, of his ‘‘creations.” Perhaps the 
most curious fact about the great artist in 
dress is that, while Paris rules the world in 
the matter of fashion, the man who rules 
Paris—M. Worth—was a Lincolnshire lad; so 
that, after all, it is an Englishman who is the 
real arbiter of the world’s fashions. 


The extraordinary vigor of Mr. Gladstone 
appears to have given color to the notion that 
Englishmen retain their vigor longer than 
Americans, and the statement made in one of 
the religious bodies that a minister’s work 
was finished at forty years has brought out Dr. 
Cuyler with a vigorous protest. He points out 
that Newman Hall is seventy-two, Dr. Storrs 
sixty-eight, Dr. John Hall sixty, and Mr. Tal- 
madge fifty-six. These is no doubt that the 
best pulpit work is done here by men who have 
passed their fiftieth year. But this rule does 
not hold good in journalism or literature, the 
best work in these active fields being done by 
men and women under forty. There are half 
a score of journalists in New York who are 
known to be written out, though they keep the 
harness on. 


Lord RandoJph Churchill, judging by the 
cleverness with which he has retrieved his own 
shattered finances, ought to make a splendid 
chancellor of the exchequer to some bankrupt 
government. In the first place, he has acted 
as social sponsor to the dreadfully vulgar 
‘Colonel North, better known as the ‘ Nitrate 
i\King,” and has even gone so far as to invite 
the Prince of Wales to meet him at dinner. In 
return for these services the colonel put Lord 
Randolph into some snug little schemes in the 
city, and enabled him to realize quite a hand- 
some fortune on the sly. Then the noble lord 
decided to give up horse-racing, and sold the 
whole of his stable at a hugh price to the 
<olonel. The latter, who understands as little 
about horse-racing as about good manners and 
breeding, and who, moreover, has been obliged 
to absent himself from England for a short 
time in order to look after his property in 
South America, has now requested Lord Ran- 
So 
Lord Rando!ph has got hold of all his own 
horses again, is able to indulge in racing to his 


eS 


It is scarcely | 





TORONTO 


heart’s coatent, and has the satisfaction of 
knowing that it is the colonel and not he who 
pays the piper. 

An American writer thus sums up Mrs. Ath. 
erton’s latest book: ‘‘Gertrude Franklin Ath- 
erton has succeeded in creating an unenviable 
stir by a deliberate attempt to write a novel 
that exceeds in pruriency anything that has 
baen done by her immediate group of literary 
sensation mongers. This group consists at 
present of five or six women who are all trying 
to outdo each other in literary nastiness. Ger- 
trude Franklin Atherton has succeeded in 
planting upon her pages a wanton whose ex- 
ploits are uninteresting and tediously nausea- 
ting. She has done this with a bravado which 
should be criticised with a shingle and not 
with the mild wafture of a pen. Her book is 
called Hermia Suydam, and it is Suydam bad 
that even the men at the clubs read it under 
their costs and then blush at their own acts. 
Had there been in it one gleam of the fervor 
that the unbridled Rives put into her book I 
might have condoned it. Had there been in it 
one lisp of the female weakness that Laura 
Daintrey betrayed, or one blush of modesty, or 
one evidence of the reserve of a lady, I might 
have tolerated it. Had there been in it any of 
the verbal felicity of an Eigar Saltus or the 
untamed fancy of an Eli Perkins, I could have 
forgiven it. Had there bsen in it any of the 
color of a circus poster or any of the hilarity of 
a pothouse joke, I Could have smiled at it, but 
it is such a pretentious piece of emptiness and 
purposelessness that i will have none of it.”, 

- ee Oe" 


=a 


To Julia Marlewe. =a 





{Half a dozen effusions have been received during the 
past week on this subject, and nearly all bear that classical 
stamp which marks the literary outpourings of the festive 
student. Asa large detachment of these guileless youths 
invaded the theater on Friday evening and came out sigh- 
ing not only like furnaces, but so loud as to be heard four 
blocks away this deluge of eulogistic poetry is not to be 
wondered at. We publish one of the best. | 


A very susceptible youth, 
Oh, adorable Julia, am IT, 
And you've taught me, t9 tell you the truth, 
To dream of your sweetness and sigh, 
And with soulfulness simply sublime 
To express my o’erflowing affection in rhyme, 


Orlando with rythmical gush 
Bepraised you as his Rosalind 
And Touchstone with metrical slush 
Your ears very foolishly dinned, 
But I, when you're not on the stage, 
Would fain your un-actress attention engage. 


Too lowly I own is my lot 
For the heaven to which I'd aspire, 
But I swear that I’d be a Melnotte 
And glory and lucre acquire, 
If you'd grant me this favor I ask— 
In the light of your smile for one moment to bas‘. 


And oh, the ineffable bliss, 
(Stay, stay, my fond spirit ! oh stay !) 
Of ever your stageyist kiss, 
Would change my terrestrial clay 
To something, if not quite divine, 
Which at least would be in the ethereal line. 


Yes, Julia, you’ve managed to mash 
Beyond every hope of amend 
A youth who has squandered more cash 
Than he well could afford to expend, 
In seeing you shine in each role 
You enacted while here, till you fettered his soul. 


But the money I soon will re-earn 
And you I perchance will re-see 
For I've vowed if you ever return 
The door-keeper I will re-fee 
And myself in position replace 
To be re-enthralled by your b2auty an 1 grace. 


> 


"Varsity Chat. 


The great elections are over and under the 
guidance of the committee of the Federal 
party, henceforth the committee of the society, 
we enter upon another year. Let us wish our- 
selves success. A good committee does not 
make a good society. That can only be the 
outcome of regular attendance and eager par- 
ticipation on the part of members at ordinary 
meetings. The society may be measured as far 





as its usefulness is concerned by its average | 


meeting, leaving elections out of the question 
for the present. The past year has been on 
the whole successful, at least as compared with 
two years preceding. We have heard much 
criticism of late about the condition of the 
society, most of it more or less random, some 
of it discriminating and helpful. From it all 
we have had forced on our attention the fact 
that matters are not in as satisfactory a con- 
dition as they might be. The remedy is obvi- 
ous, and it only remains for men of both parties 
who have been emphatic in their expressions 
of anxiety for the welfare of our society to 
attend the meetings next year, to give the 
proceedings their ablest attention and thereby 
put the seal of practical sincerity upon their 
periodical professions, z 


During the year the club scheme has taken 
definite shape and is now in a fair way to con- 
summation. Mr. Creelman has done good 
work in this connection. He is thought to 
have regarded too much his own opinions in 
deciding debates and to have not been alto- 
gether free from other faults, but all must ad- 
mit that he has been a graceful chairman and 
faithful in the discharge of his duties. An- 
nouncements which he was sometimes able to 
make ot having been but an hour or so earlier 
in Hamilton or some other place equally dis- 
tant, convinced us that Mr. Creelman allowed 
no slight circumstance to prevent his attend- 


ance, 
7 


The conversat. was at least a financial suc- 
cess. For this much is due to the retiring and 
untiring treasurer, Mr. R. E. Heggie. 


Mr. Cody, to say the last word about him 
until after exams. has been a most successful 
vice-president. His merits have been of the 
positive kind. He has been thoughtful in de- 
cisions, wise in counsel, displaying the tact 


necessary for the competent chairman. 
. 


Mr, Brydone is the third of three able chair- 
men which the society has been fortunate 


enough to have in one year. 
* 


Mr. Hugh B. Fraser, the outgoing Curator, 
will be remembered as having on several 
memorable occasions honestly defended him- 
self against the attacks of certain gentlemen 
who apparently spent their time among the 
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files in the reading room looking for grievances. 
There is only one Hughie, nor do we expect to 


see another in our day. 
. 


Other officers might be mentioned, Mr. Fen- 
ton, recording secretary, Mr. Howard Ferguson, 
secretary of committees; and finally it would 
be uafair to forget those who have worked so 


well in silence and without prominence, 
* 


The past year has failed in one important 
respect, viz., that of attendance of meds at 
ordinary meetings. It was hoped that repre- 
sentation on the committee would have induced 
them to come out, but not so. Next year may 
work achange. The presence in the chair of a 
gentleman so well and favorably known to the 
meds as Dr. Harley Smith ought to have great 
influence. We need them with their esprit de 
corps and enthusiasm, and we flatter ourselves 
they need us with our college life and our 
special set of ideas. NEMO, 


— 


Art and Artists. 


One of the most interesting things in modern 
journalism has been the development of illus- 
tration. Almost the youngest of newspaper 
readers can remember when such a thing 
as a picture in a daily paper was un- 
known. Now there are few papers that do not 
use illustrations more or less. It has been the 
custom to ridicule newspaper pictures and to 
bawail anyone’s fortune whose likeness ap- 
peared in that form, and for several years the 
ridicule was deserved. But it is not the case 
now. The great demand for newspaper illus- 
tration has attracted so many capable men and 
women into that line of work and the processes 
of doing excellent and rapid work have been so 
multiplied and perfected, that it is surprising 
the quality of illustration that is now turned 
out. Some of it compares very favorably with 
that of the fine magazines in delicacy of finish 
and perfection of detail. The art of newspaper 
illustration has become a great department of 
labor which gives profitable employment to 
thousands of men and women and adds largely 
to the enjoyment of the newspaper reader. 

. 





An American paper tells us that the inhabit- 
ants of the Boston Art Museum are greatly 
agitated over the report that Anthony Com- 
stock is about to visit that institution. All 
of the divinities have ordered blanket bath- 
robes, except Venus and Hermes. The former 
will appear in a Directoire costume of sea-green 
silk, and the latter, who is very much hurt by 
the treatment he received at the German Hos- 
pital fair at the American Institute Hall in 
New York, will wear the uniform of a District 
Messenger boy. 


* 

The promoters of the proposed artists’ rifle 
corps, which was mentioned in this column 
several weeks ago, held a meeting at the Ros- 
sin House, on Tuesday evening. Mr. J. W. L. 
Forster occupied the chair, and Mr. Hostetter 
acted as secretary. A committee composed of 
the following gentlemen was appointed to pro- 
mote the scheme and attend to definite organi- 
zation: Messrs. Hamilton McCarthy, J. W. L. 
Forster, Geo. Dickson of Upper Canada College, 
J. Enoch Thompson, Jas. P. Murray, Prof. 
Baker of Trinity College, W. Lloyd Wood, 
Arthur Denison, E. B. Hostetter, W. A. Sher- 
wood and Dr. W. H. B. Aikens. 


—- 


Richard Pigott. 





we 


al 


Perhaps no name has been mentioned more 
frequently in the papers during the past few 
weeks than that of the man who ended an 
inglorious career the other day by committing 
suicide at Madrid. As the name of the forger 
of the Parnell letters is known in every house- 
hold in the Dominion, this portrait of him 
which we have reproduced from the Illustrated 
London News will not be uninteresting. His 
venerable appearance ill accords with the 
events which gave him such unenviable no- 
toriety. When Taibot the informer was shot, 
Richard Pigott wrote: * The odious character 
of the murdered man, and his unparalleled 
duplicity caused many moderate politicians to 
look upon his fate as an example of political 
justice which was not out of harmony with 
the fitness of things.” The same verdict will 
probably be passed upon the wretched man 
who is now, to use one of his phrases, ‘‘ face 
to face with a Judge more merciful and for- 
giving than he found on earth.” 


oe 


Mark Twain’s Ghost Story. 


A few years ago the Band of Workers, or 
some other society connected with Mr. Twich- 
ell’s church, gave an entertainment, and Mark 
was requested to tell a story. He consented 
and a large audience was the result. When he 
mounted the platform he insisted that the gas 
be turned down low, and the consequence was 
that one could hardly see one’s hand before 
one’s face. Up onthe stage stood Mr, Clemens, 
with a strong iight from a reflector shining full 
in his face, while all the rest was darkness. 
He presented a weird spectacle, with his hair 
standing up ail over his head. In a deep, 
sepulchral voice he began, and said that he 
would tell the tale of The Golden Arm. 

This tale tells how a young giri had an arti- 
ficial arm made of gold; she died and was 
buried, and her father finally thought he would 
exhume her body and take the arm, that he 
might sell it. Accordingly one dark, stormy 
night, he set out on his mission, (All this 
while Mark's voice kept growing doaper, and 
more sepulchral.) The father dug up the body, 
obtained possession of the coveted arm, and 
started back home. The wind was howling, 
the road was dark and gloomy, and the gets 

arent nervous and very much frightened. 
Suddenly, above the mournful cry of the sough- 
ing wind came a low, dismal wail, saying, 
**Where’s my golden arm? Where’s my golden 
arm?” and glancing over his peed Fes the 
terrified father saw the ghost of his daughter, 
her good arm gesticulating wildly, pursuing 
him. He ran on home, and all the while came 
the wail of the child, crying, ‘‘ Where’s my 
golden arm?” Up stairs he went, this cry still 
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M. Worth, The Parisian Dressmaker. 





ringing in hisears. Me undressed and timnidly 
crept into bed. Out ou the stairs, nearer, ever | 
nearer. he heard the wail, andin terror listened 
to the patter of advancing footsteps. Suddenly 
the door was opened and the ghostly figure of 
his daughter advanced, crying, ‘° Where's my 
golden arm?” The father, frightened almost 
to insensibility, covered up his head in the 
blankets, and the spook placed her hand on the 
coverlets and cried, ‘‘ Where’s my golden 
arm?” 

Just at this moment Mark gave a jump, 
spread out his arms wildly, and in a voice that 
could have been heard in Massachusetts 
shrieked, ‘* In hock, by jingo!”’ | 

The effect of this was electrical. From out 
the darkness of the audience room there came 
a series of yells and groans, and exclamations 
of fright. Several timid women began to cry 
hysterically, and two, I think, fainted away 
The room was in confusion, and when the gas 
was turned up the worst lot of frightened peo- 
ple in the United States were revealed. I be- 
lieve, at a meeting of the Band of Workers, | 
held a short time afterward, it was unani- 
mously voted not to ask Mark Twain to tell 
any more stories, 


a et 


____ Returned with His Punch. | 

T hey were telling experiences the other night 
and Col. Grannis; told oneof his. He made the | 
| 

} 





trip through the southern country here just 
after the road had b2en opened. The festive 
cowboy had just begun to enjoy the sport of 
running the train in the rough region, and at 
one of the stations a formidable specimen of | 
that tough human boarded the cars. The con- | 
ductor came along punching the tickets, and | 
this cowboy did not pay any attention to him. | 
At last the conductor laid his hand on the cow- | 
boy’s shoulder and said ‘‘ Ticket please.” The 
cowboy turned in true cowboy style, pulled out 
his revolver, and pointed it at.the conductor. 

** Here's my ticket.” 

The conductor walked on and punched every- 
bodyelse’scoupon. Then hedisappeared. The 
little incident had been forgotten by almost 
everybody on the car. The cowboy was ina 
quiescent state and the car was quite still when 
the conductor camein. He walked leisurely up 
the aisle and suddenly stopped before the cow- 
boy, placed a great big knife dangerously con- 
tiguous to his vital part, and said quietly: 

‘* Lomme see that ticket again.” 

The cowboy paid his fare. 


— 


Metamorphosed. 





She used to warble doleful songs 
In high and shrill soprano ; 

She did full many grievous wrongs 
Unto her poor piano. 


Whene’er a tune she heard, forthwith 
She seized and then arranged it 

Her name of yore was Lucy Smith, 
But recently she’s changed it. 


She traveled to artistic Rome 
To study with Fizzini, 

And now I see she’s coming home 
As Lucia Smithini. 








A Wise Mother. 


The mother of a family was married to an 
infidel, who made a jest at religion in the pres- 
ence of his own children; yet she succeeded in 
bringing them up in the fear of the Lord. On | 
being asked how she preserved them from the 
influence of a father whose sentiments were so 
openly opposed to her own, she answered : 

** Because to the authority of a father, I did 
not oppose the authority of a mother, but that 





| should smile! 





of God. . From their earliest years, my children 
bave always seen the Bible upon my table. 
This Holy Book has constituted the whole of 
their religious instruction. I was silent that I 
might allow it to speak. Did they propose a 
question—did they commit any fault—did they 
perform any good action, I opened the Bible, 
and the Bible answered, reproved or encouraged 
them. The constant reading of the Scriptures 
has alone wrought the prodigy which surprises 
you. 


Fine in the Business. 


‘‘Never let a customer go away without 
making a purchase,” said Mr. Threads to a 
newly engaged clerk. ‘* Talk the goods up in 
a clever, forcible way, and you’ll be certain to 
make a sale every time.” 

‘All right,” replied W. Fearless Gall, the 
new clerk, who had been an auctioneer for a 
year out West; ‘‘I think I know just what you 
mean, sir, and you can rely upon me. I know 
the tricks of the trade.” Ten minutes later he 
was going on in this fashion to Mrs. Marshalle- 
Neale, one of the wealthiest and most aristo- 
cratic patrons of the house : 

‘*Damask towels, is it, Madam? Well, I 
If you can't get damask towels 
here, there’s no place in this city where you 
can get em. Look at that towel, my friend! 
Doesn’t it fairly warm your heart to look at it, 
eh? And just glance at this pair, marked 
down from four dollars to a dollar and ten 
cents! Doesn't it fairly make you feel young 
again to gaze on a bargain like that? An¢ 
supposing you just concentrate your intellectual 
capacity on this towel for a second! A-ha! 
makes you fairly hold your’ breath to 
gaze on it, doesn tit? Did you ever see any- 
thing more perfectly irresistible since you was 
born into this world of sin and sorrow? Of 
course, you never did! Oh, it’s a cold day 
when tiis firm gets left on damask towels! 
Look at this one—look at it, woman: it won’t 
bite you; now tell me, tell me if you ever 
bought a towel like that for less than two dol 
lars? Of course you didn’t! You've paid that 
for dish towels, and thanked heaven for the 
privilege of doing so, haven’t you? Course you 
have, sweet friend of my childhood days!” 

Mr. Threads happened alonz just in time to 
have his blood curdled by this last remark, and 
also in time to assist the gasping and livid Mrs, 
Marshalle-Neale to her carriage, where she 
bade him adieu forever; and two minutes later 
he was going through the same ceremony with 
Mr. W. Fearless Gall. 


—_ 





Freaks of Fashion, 

A correspondent of the Voz de Mexico illus- 
trates the omnipotence of fashion by the fact 
that the society belles of Vera Cruz have been 
seized by a mania for sealskin sacques, which 
they persist in wearing in a latitude where the 
Christmas temperature sometimes exceeds 100 
degrees in the shade. It is not impossible, 
though, that the Washington weather bureau 
had predicted a more than usually hot winter, 
and that the prudent natives prepared fora 
snow storm, 
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Worried About Frankie. 


Mrs. De Fashon (New York)—Horrors. 
do you think I've heard? 

Mrs. Society——-Oh, don’t keep us in suspense. 

*Oh, it’s too awful totell. Mrs, Cleveland is 
going to live in New York, and some of these 
horrid men want her admitted into society.” 

‘Mercy on us! Why the woman hasn’t a 
tenement-house to her name.” 


What 





Suspended Animation. 
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Miss Wenninger—I'm sure it’s adumm 


y: 
Miss Hindekaper—If it is, it’s an awfully life-like one. 
I beg pardon, ladies, 


Mr. De Tongey—Ker-whish-ew ! 
sneeze as you came along.—Judge. 






but I was just getting ready to 
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CRUEL KINDRED. 


By the Author of ‘‘A Piece of Patchwork,” ‘‘Somebody's Daughter,” “The House in the 


Close,” ‘“‘Snared,” ‘The Mystery of 


White Towers,” **Madam's Ward,” ete. 





ALL RIGHTS RESERVED. _ 


CHAPTER VI. 


Lady Oldcastle had a visitor. She had fully 
intended to take her drive alone, and had 
roused herself in a moment from her moody 
contemplation of Adela’s retreating figure and 
given her orders as to the carriage, going up- 
stairs afterwards to her room to dress. But 
the process was not half completed when 
servant knocked at her dressing-room door. A 
gentleman wished to see her ladyship. i 

Lady Oldcastle, sitting under her maid’s 
hands before the glass, looked around at the 
door, a frown of vexation contracting her fore- 
head. 

** Who is the gentleman?” 

*“*T don’t know, my lady,” answered the wo- 
man. “The pono me me the message to 
bring up tp your ladyship. I don’t think the 
gentlemay mentioned his name.” 

‘* Desire Kenrick to get his name, and to as- 
certain if Kis business is important. I can 
spare, at most, only a few moments; I am 
about to go out. Perhaps he may prefer to call 
at some other time.” , 

The maid obediently departed with her lady’s 
message. In a moment or two she was back 
again. The gentleman's business was import- 
ant, he had told Kenrick, and he did not prefer to 
call again. He had traveled from London for 
the express purpose of seeing her ladyship, 
and would feel greatly honored and obliged if 
she would be good enough to spare him a few 
moments of her time. The gentleman begged 
to be excused for his previous omission, and 
now sent his card. 

Lady Oldcastle, turning siightly from the 
glass, held out her hand for the card. She 
read, half aloud, and in a surprised tone— 

*** Gabriel Dwight.’” 

Lady Oldcastle had not the faintest recollec- 
tion of having heard the name before. After 
some hesitation, she decided it would perhaps 
be better to see Gabriel Dwight. Whoever he 
was and whatever his business, he would pro- 
bably not detain ,her long, She completed her 
toilet quickly, and went down in her bonnet 
and mantle, looking what she was, as hand- 
some and graceful a woman of her age as could 
be found in England—a haughty self-reliant 
woman too. 

The old butler was standing at the foot of the 
= his mistress signed him to approach 

er. - 

**Where have you shown this gentleman, 
Kenrick ?” 

** Into the library, my lady.” 

‘** Did he ask for me or Sir Guy when he first 
came?” 

“For you. my lady. Sir ye! passed out of 
the side-door, going towards the park while I 
was speaking to him, and he asked me who he 
was.” 

“ And then?” 

“IT told him, my lady, of course. He smiled, 
and said, ‘ Ah, that’s the elder son, is it ?’—but 
to himself, not to me.” 

‘**He did not”—Lady Oldcastle hesitated a 
moment, toying with Gabriel Dwight’s card, 
which she had brought down in her hand—“‘ he 
did not mention Mr. Marmaduke, Kenrick?” 

**Oh, no, my lady !”’ 

It was a relief to the proud woman, although 
no sign of it appeared upon her impassive 
handsome face. Several times there had thus 
appeared at Oldcastle Towers an unknown 
man who had mentioned Marmaduke Old- 
castle, and in terms not too flattering. Debt 
had been the reason of all such appearances, 
and only money had dismissed and soothed the 
intruders. Lady Oldcastle had thought of this, 
and, recollecting her own almost exhausted 
resources and her eider son's sternly-expressed 
resolution, had turned faint with apprehen- 
sion. 

**I will see him,” she said, and turned to 
wards the door of the library, then stopped and 
looked back. 

**Did you say Sir Guy was in the park, 
Kenrick ?” 

**I believe so, my lady. He turned in that 
direction, going towards the lake.” 

The frown which contracted Lady Oldcastle’s 
forehead was darkening her face still when she 
entered the library, eying with her haughtiest 
and stateliest air her visitor, who greeted her 
with a deferential bow. He was a handsome 
man of middle age, well dressed, well built, 
well mannered, neither dark nor fair, and cer- 
tainly a man whose face she knew no more 
a knew the name upon the card in her 
hand. 

**T must ask you to pardon me for this intru- 
sion, Lady Oldcastle,” he said, and placed a 
chair for her in a way which she told herself 
was oOfficious. ‘I fear—I very much fear that 
I have been unfortunate enough to trouble you 
at an inconvenient time.” 

There was acertain glibness here, a coolness 
and assurance which did not please Lady Old- 
castle, although the voice was pleasant and the 
manner not other than well bred. She re- 
mained standing, in spite of the officiously- 
proffered chair, and made no sign for her visitor 
to seat himself. 

‘* Your business need probably detain me but 
a few minutes, Mr. Dwight. I can of course 
have no idea as to its nature, since your name” 


—letting her eyes rest for a moment upon the | 


card—‘‘is, as I presume I need hardly say, 
totally unknown to me,” 

‘*Indeed !"—with an astonished look. “I 
had hoped, Lady Oldcastle—I had sincerely 


hoped that you would have done me the honor 
to remember me, both because I had the 
pleasure of retaining so clear a memory of my 
former knowledge of you, and because I am 
afraid that I shall find it difticult to approach 
the subject which brought me here if I am 
forced to do so in the character of a stranger.” 

Here again the man’s glibness and coolness 
irritated Lady Oldcastle. He was too fluent; 
his speeches sounded as if they had been care- 
fully rehearsed beforehand. 
an incredulous note in her imperious voice— 

‘* Your former knowledge of me? You must 
be laboring under a mistake.” 

**Indeed no, Lady Oldcastle. I have only, I 
am sure, to recall the time when I had the 
happiness of being known to you for you to 
allow that I have aright to the claim I make. 
The failure of your memory to retain either the 
face or the name of so insignificant a person as 
myself is of course only natural—it was many 
years ago.” 

** Indeed !” 


The icy bright blue eyes looked him full in | of so shocking Lady 


the face as the word dropped from her lips. 
With no change in his own expression, he 


looked back at her steadily. |} the strength of her ladyship’s nerves ; I did not 


**Many years ago,” he repeated—‘‘ thirty 
years ago--both before your marriage, Lady 
Oldcastle, and—some time after it.” 

The card which she had been holding in her 
gas fingers slipped from between them and 
ell to the floor. | 

al | shold perhaps have done better,” he pur- 
sued quietly, “if I had endeavored to recall 
mayeoit to you by mentioning the person 
through whose means | had the honor of first 
becoming known to you—a very dear friend of | 


She echoed, with | housekeeper cast at the face of the stranger, 


him, handsome and perfectly composed again. 
‘*Pray state your business as quickly as pos- 
sible, Mr. Dwight—I can spare you but little 
time ; you see that I am about to go out, and 
my horses are waiting, Pray continue. You 
aa about to say——” She paused interroga- 
tively. 
| ‘*I was about to mention,” he supplemented 
uietly, ‘‘the name of the common friend 
through whom | had the pleasure of becoming 
known to you thirty years ago, Shall I men- 
tion it?” 

‘Tl am waiting for you to do so.” 

‘The name was Martin Langton, Lady Old- 
castle.” 

There was a pause. 

‘**You know the name, your ladyship?”—‘“*I 
have heard it.” 

‘*And doubtless you recollect the man?”— 
* Yes; I recollect him.” 

‘*T am right, I think, in saying that he was a 
very dear friend of yours?” 

‘*Of my brother’s more than of mine. I saw 
him but seldom—never, if my memory serves 
me, after my marriage.’ 

‘**Shall I be presuming too far upon your in- 
dulgence, Lady Oldcastle—always remember- 
ing my own friendship—if I ask you if it is a 
fact that Martin Langton, when he left Eng- 
land shortly before your marriage, having first 
thrown up his commission and quarrelled with 
his relatives, was very embarrassed in his 
pecuniary affairs?” 

** Surely such questions are unnecessary from 
ou to me, sir!” she rejoined, knitting her 
rows. ‘‘ You yourself—always remembering 
our own friendship—should surely have more 

Lnowledge of the subject than I!” 

** Pray pardon me, Lady Oldcastle” —smiling 
blandly—‘‘if I venture to press the question. 
To your knowledge, was Martin Langton em- 
barrassed when he left England?” 

**T believe he was.” 

* Heavily ?”—‘'I believe very heavily.” 

‘“*He was even perhaps totally ruined?’”— 
** Possibly.” 

*“*His hopeless difficulties were perhaps the 
reason of his quitting England?’ 

‘**They may have been.” 

‘“*No doubt they influenced him. But I have 
heard, Lady Oldcastle, another reason, of an 
altogether different nature, also assigned for 
i ” 


t. 

‘“*Really?” Lady Oldcastle Janguidly took 
out her watch aad glanced at it. ‘‘I must ask 
you, Mr. Dwight, to come without delay to the 
cause of your presence here. As I believe I 
told you, I can spare you but a very few 
minutes more; I have an engagement.” 

So far the visitor, in the absence of any hint 
of invitation, had not sat down. He did so 
now, quite composedly, over against her chair. 

‘“*IT at least, Lady Oldcastle, will not be 
responsible for detaining ycu many moments 
longer. Permit me to you—you do me the 
honor of remembering me now ?” 

She looked at him unflinchingly. 

“I do not, sir; I recall neither your face nor 
your name.” 

‘‘Indeed! If your ladyship were to see 
Martin Langton, you would find it, I venture 
to presume, possible to recognise him?” 

“‘Quite impossible. Martin Langton, to my 
certain knowledge, has been dead many years.” 

‘Pardon me, Lady Oldcastle—quite inaccur- 
ate. Such a rumor was circulated, I am 
aware, shortly after he left England, and it even 
obtained some degree of credence; but it was, 
I am happy to say, and you will be equally 
happy to hear, entirely without foundation. 
Martin Langton-—” 

Lady Oldcastle sprang suddenly erect. 

**Is alive?” she gasped. 

‘**T come from him,” Gabriel Dwight answered 
quietly. 

He said no more. The handsome stately 
woman who but a moment before had been 
looking at him hardily, haughtily, lay stretched 
senseless at his feet. 

The man turned hurriedly and involuntarily 
towards the bell, paused with his hand upon 
it, coolly moved back to the side of the insen- 
sible woman, and looked down at the rigid 
upturned face. 

“That was well managed,” he said aloud, 
calmJy congratulating himself—* yes, that was 
very well managed. I am glad she lost her self- 
control at the point when she did—it gave me 
a valuable hint at acritical moment. I should 
have blundered but for that—yes, I should un 
doubtedly have blundered—I should have told 
her thetruth. A pity she fainted—it will cause 
delay. My hand won’t spoil by waiting however. 

| Now for some help here.” 
| He hurried to the bell, ringing it loudly ; and 
in a moment its peal was answered by the en- 
trance of afootman. His loud exclamation of 
dismay at the sight of his insensible mistress | 
brought in the old butler. To him the stranger 
turned abruptly. 
‘*‘T am the bearer of some unexpected news 
to Lady Oldcastle,” he said. ‘‘I am beyond 
| measure grieved to say that it has shocked and 
distressed her, as you see. Pray send for her 
maid or the housekeeper—some responsible 
person able to take charge of her.” 

The young footman disappeared at once; the | 
butler hesitated and lingered. 

**I beg your pardon, sir,” he faltered, ‘‘ but I 
never knew my lady faint before. I hope, sir— | 
if you will have the goodness to tell me—that 
the news you have brought is no ili tiding of | 
Mr. Duke?” 
| A smile very broad and very sudden showed 
| itself upon the lips of Gabriel Dwight. 
| ‘*No,’ he returned promptly; ‘Iam happy, 
| my good friend, to set that anxiety at rest; it | 


| is no ill news of Mr. Marmaduke Oldcastle.” 


| 
The old man, with a word of thanks, moved | 
away as Mrs. Uglow and Lady Oldcastle’s own 
maid came hurrying in. 
One glance, swift, penetrating, keen, the 








and then, as it seemed, with no further interest 
in him, bent over her senseless mistress. Lady 
Oldcastle was lifted upon a couch, and restora- 
tives were applied ; but they made no impres- 
| sion upon the rigid body and stonily-set face. | 
The maid was presently despatched for some 
| Stronger remedy ; and then the housekeeper, | 
raising her black eyes, looked for the secon 
time at Gabriel! Dwight—to find him looking at | 
ee He spoke at once, gently and sympathet- 
ically. 
* T regret most Snonty having been the means 
Idcastle,” he said. “I 
reproach myself that I was not more cautious 
—more prudent. I fear that I over-estiniated 


for a moment imagine that my news would | 
have had so terriole an effect.” 

‘*T hope, sir,” Mrs, Uglow murmured defer- 
entially, with her eyes downcast, “ that the 
news which has shocked her ladyship is not 
very bad?” 

‘*T fear Lady Oldcastle found it so; it relates 
to one of her old friends,” 

“* Indeed, sir?” 

‘*To one of her very old friends.” Mr. 
Dwight’s face brightened suddenly and _ in- 





mine, Lady Oldcastle, and, if I am not mis- | 
taken, once a very dear friend of yours—— I 
am afraid the heat is too much for you. Let 
me beg you to sit down.” 

She had turned ey pale to her very 
lips as she looked at him fixedly, and a strong 
convulsive shudder shook her whole frame, 
She sank mechanically into the chair he press- | 
ed upon her, striving to conceal from him the ; 
fact that she did so because her trembling 
limbs refused to support her. | 

“TIT really fear, Lady Oldcastle,” Gabriel 
Dwight went on solicitously, ‘ that you are ill. 
Will you permit me to ring ?” 

“ No—itis nothing—it is past. She sat before 


genuously. ‘“‘The name may _ perhaps be | 
known to you—the name of Martin Langton?” 

They looked steadily at eachother. Mrs. 
Uglow, with a perplexed and doubtful expres- 
sion, slowly shook her head. 

of may have heard the name, sir. I have 
not a very good memory, I am sorry to say ; I 
don’t recall it.” 

“IT thought it possible, as an old servant of 
the family, that you might.” Mr. Dwight had 
been hovering irresolutely about the writing- 
table, as if hesitating whether to sit down or 
not, ‘‘I should like,” he said, ‘‘to leave a 
word or two for her ladyship, as our conversa- 
tion was broken off by her mosr unfortunate 





| keeper’s—Mrs. Uglow always moves and looks 


fainting fit. I nad better write—or— stay—per- 
Haps you would be kind enough to take charge 
of a simple message ?” 

‘* With pleasure, sir,” 

‘**Many thanks! Be kind enough then to say 
to Lady Oldcastle that I will do myself the 
honor of calling here again to conclude our 
conversation as soon as I find it possible. I 
wil] not venture to fix a day, as my time is 
fully occupied and I reside in London; but 
pray impress upon her ladyship that she may 
certainly rely upon seeing me again shortly. 
Once more, many thanks! I sincerely hope 
that Lady Oldcastle will experience no ill 
effects from the distressing attack of which I 
am the most unfortunate cause.” 

Mr. Dwight, with a vow to the housekeeper 
as deferentially courteous as he might have 
made to her mistress, left the room with this 
polite wish just as the frightened maid came 
hurrying into it. 

Despite the restoratives and the skill and 
assiduity with which they were applied, it was 
a long time—more than half an hour—before 
Lady Oldcastle showed ~ signs of returning 
consciousness. When at length her eyes did 
open, it was only for a moment; she gave a 
rapid glance round the room, then closed them 
with a moan. Mrs. Uglow, attentively solicit- 
ous on her knees by the couch, drew closer at 
once. 

“The gentleman has gone, your a 
He lett a message with me which he especially 
desired me to give to you.” A tentative pause. 

** Will your ladyship hear it now ?” 

** No—not yet.’ 

Mrs. Uglow, obeying the tone and gesture, 
both imperious as they were uncertain and 
weak, was silent instantly, and employed her- 
self in her former task of bathing her mistress’ 
forehead and temples. In a few moments Lady 
Oldcastle, with a resolute effort, sat up on the 
couch. 

“IT will go to my room, Uglow; I must lie 
down. Be kind enongh to give me your arm.” 

The housekeeper oveyed, and supported her 
mistress from the room. Across the hall, u 
the staircase, and along the gallery Lady Old- 
castle went, slowly but unfalteringly. Once in 
her own rooms, her limbs relaxed ; she sank 
into a great chair standing by an open window 
and closed her eyes, The housekeeper stood by 
her, and looked at her attentively. 

“I fear, my lady,” said Mrs. Uglow gently, 
‘that you have been very mch shocked.” 

**T have been very much startled, certainly,” 
said her mistress coldly. 

‘*You must have been, my lady, I am sure. 
I never knew your ladyship to faint before,” 

“The heat had something to do with it 
doubtless; I have felt it most oppressive all day. 
Did I understand you to say just now that Mr. 
Dwight had intrusted you with a message for 
me?” Lady Oldcastle was speaking with her 
eyes closed still. 

‘““Yes, your ladyship.”—‘* Repeat it, if you 
please.” 

Word for word the housekeeper did so. Be- 
yond a slight quiver of the pale firm lips of the 
handsome face before her, she saw no tangible 
sign of emotion. 

“That was all?” Lady Oldcastle asked 
ca 

** All, your ladyship, beyond his very great 
sorrow at having been the cause of your 
swoon.” 

** He said nothing more?” 

‘*Nothing, my lady, beyond saying that I 
might perhaps know the name of the old friend 
of whom he had come to tell you—Mr. Martin 
Langton.” 

Lady Oldcastle’s drooping lids were raised in 
a flash ; the two women looked fixedly, search- 
ingly at each other. 

*“Do you know it?” asked Lady Oldcastle 
slowly. 

‘“* Yes, my lady,” Mrs. Uglow murmured in 
her softest tone, deferentially lowering her 
eyes; ‘‘I remember Mr. Martin Langton per- 
fectly well.” 

This was how it came about that Sir Guy, 
turning back to the house again after he had 
gone some little way into the park, that he 
might put into the post-bag a letter which he 
had written and forgotten, saw the carriage 
being driven back to the stables. and knew 
= his mother had not taken her proposed 
rive. 


e CHAPTER VII. 


Extracted from Lady Adela Nugent's Journal, 
June 19th, 188-, 


‘“‘The most uncomfortable evening that I 
have passed since coming to Olcastle Towers ! 
I wish I knew what was going to happen next, 
and I wish still more that I understood what it 
is that has just happened last. Poor mamma, 
when she gets unusually fidgety and fanciful, 
always says mysteriously that she can feel 
‘something’—what is not specified—‘in theair!’ 
I am not fidgety or fanciful either, I hope, but 
I can feel] ‘something in the air’ too. 

‘** It all began when I came in from the park, 
where I had been helping that little vixen 
Angel to pick water-lilies, every one of which 
I have no doubt is torn to pieces by this time. 
I was not <n a particularly pleasant 
evening, because I knew I had vexed Lady 
Olacastle—who can be, when she is displeased, 
more politely awful than any woman I ever 
saw—by declining to go for a drive with her, 
and that she herself had stayed at home in con- 
sequence. By-the-way, she has been for the 
last week quite oppressively attentive to me. 
It is flattering, but I wish she wouldn’t. I 
have not been for one of those splendid long 
walks or a Sail for more than a week, and it is 
— as long since I had even a peep into Sir 

uy’s workshop, Lady Oldcastle is always so 
politely in the way with a suggestion that I 
should go somewhere or do something else. 

“Well, as I wrote down just now, it all be- 
gan when I came back from the park with 
Angel and her water-lilies. I ran straight up 
to my room of course, for we had stayed talk- 
ing so long—Sir Guy and rayself, I mean—that 
it was later than I thought, and I was afraid I 
would not be in time for dinner. I was hurry- 
ing to get dressed, and Pinkum was helping 
me, when I heard a tap at the door—a gentle 
tap—which 1 knew in a moment was the house. 





and speaks as if some one were either just dead 
or just going to die. She came in when 
Pinkum opened the door, and stood looking 
down at the carpet. It is another of her pecu- 
liarities that she never looks you in the face 
for more than an instant, but studies the floor 
as if she were talking to that. I asked her of 
course what she wanted. 

‘*She startled me by replying that dinner 
would be half an hour later than usual. Lady 
Oldcastle, she was sorry to say, was ill; she 
had fainted, and had been a long time recover- 
ing. I stopped Mrs. Uglow as she was shutting 
the door—the provoking woman was absolute] 
going off without saying anything eae 
asked her what had caused the illness. Had 
her mistress been shocked or frightened? 

‘***T fear her ladyship has received a slight 
shock, my lady,’ Mrs. Uglow returned, of 
course looking at the carpet instead of at me— 
‘some bad news, I believe, about an old friend.’ 

“ potecaiy I hardly thought that Lady Old- 
castle would appear at dinner. I was sorry 
she was ill, of course ; but I'm afraid I rather 
hoped she would not. Only Sir Guy and Angel 
were in the drawing-room when I went down. 
The child has a trick of creeping in whenever 
she can get away from Miss Stone. She was 
evidently making some disclosure when I went 
in, as she was whispering close to his ear. She 
is the most inveterate little chatterer and tale- 
bearer I ever saw. Sir Guy pushed her off in 
his usual unceremonious way. 

*** That’s enough, Angel! If we all took as 
much interest in our own business as you doin 
other people’s, we should make the world spin. 
Run off to your nurse. and leave Miss Stone in 
peace for a little while for a change, child. 
Come—your aunt will be down in another mo- 
ment!’ 

** Angel marched out of the room obediently 
enough, although with a very sulky face. Had 
anyone else thus ordered her, she would cer- 
tainly have rebelled, and most likely turned 



























round with ‘sha’n't!’ I could hardly help 
wondering for a moment whether she had been 
re-telling the tale about Miss Stone and her 
letters which she had already insisted upon 
telling me. Sir Guy looked after her, and then 
looked at me. 

*** Did it ever occur to you, Lady Adela, to 
think what an uncommonly pleasant young 
person to have in a house my young cousin will 
be in another ten years or so?’ 

‘IT hardly knew what to say to that. Sir 
Guy’s questions, although I feel that I know 
him so well, often do disconcert me a little— 
the} are so very abrupt and to the point. Now 
he disconcerted me more by going on without 
waiting for me to answer, and in an alto- 
gether différent tone— 

**T am glad to see you here alone for a mo- 
ment, because it gives me an opportunity of 
asking you a question which I should have 
asked you this afternoon but for Miss Angel's 
uncomfortable sharpness of hearing. What is 
my offence, Lady Adela?’ 

* * Offence?’ I echoed. 

‘*T tried to say it quite oer and as though 
I wondered what he meant; but I felt so sure 
that I did know that I felt myself turning as 
red as I could turn. 

***Why, naturally I conclude that I have 
done something,’ he went on, in his dry half- 
amused way. ‘ You have suddenly lost your 
liking for walking and your taste for yachting ; 
as for the workshop, you forget your way to it. 
Blister is engaged in chasing a vase suey 
to present to you, and is stricken with the fear 
that when it is ready you won't takeit. Natur- 
ally and inevitabl look upon myself as the 
unlucky cause of this. Tell me my offence ; I'll 
promise you an apology beforehand.’ 

“There! And all through Lady Oldcastle— 
every bit of it! In spite of his half-bantering 
way, I felt that he was very much in earnest. 
I was so surprised, so hurt, so angry, so oa 
that my eyes were full of tears ina second. It 
has often surprised me to find how quick he is 
at understanding me—as quick as I am, I think 
in understanding him. e saw in a moment 
that it was not my fault, and he saw in another 
moment whose fault it was. 

***The little vase is nearly finished, Lady 
Adela,’ he said ; ‘I left its maker giving it its 
last touches. Don’t you think he may present 
it to-night, and get it off his hands and his 
mind together?” 

‘** Yes, please.’ What a gooseI am! I could 
think of nothing but that stupid little reply. 

*“** Thanks,’ he said. ‘Praise it if you can do 
so without too great a strain = your veracity 
—it will please him. He thinks a great deal of 
your opinion, partly no doubt because he has 
never perhaps been so much as spoken to by a 
woman of your type before. He deserves 
credit for having tried to p.ease you, as I can 
certify, if for nothing else.’ He stopped a 
moment, and then came a little nearer to me 
in the window. ‘Do you soon leave us? Is 
your visit here nearly over?’ 

“*Over! Oh, no—I hope not!’ I cried out, 
as impulsively, without stopping to 
think, as I'm afraid I always do when I am in 
earnest about anything. ‘What makes you 
ask? Has Lady Oldcastle said anything?’ 

***No; Lady Oldcastle has said nothing.’ 

**I don’t know that he emphasized the words, 
but the way he said them made me remember 
that Lady Oldcastle had at any rate done some. 
thing, and I was foolish enough to blush again. 

‘“**No,’ he went on, ‘I did not mean that. 
But I remember once that you called your stay 
here a holiday; and a holiday, to worth 
anything, should be a time in which we do 
what we please, I think. I would do what I 
pleased if I were you until you have to go back 
to town and please those set in authority over 

ou. 

. ‘I knew what he meant, of course—I always 
do, no matter how grim and sarcastic his 
manner roay be. 

“There was such a long pause in our talk 
just here that I tried to fill it up by asking if 
he thought Lady Oldcastle meant to come 
down, after all. 

***Come down?’ he repeated, with a surprised 
look. ‘Certainly, as far as I know! Why 
should she not?’ 

“TI ought to have been prepared for it, I 
suppose, but it did astonish me to see that he 
had evidently been told not a word about his 
mother’s illness. I explained to him all that I 
myself knew—which was little enough; and I 
had hardly finished when Lady Oldcastle her- 
self came in, 

‘*She is always pale, but not so pale as she 
looked to-night, with a strange yellowish sickly 
pallor. Looking at her, | felt two things—that 
the shock she had received must have been 
more than a slight one, and that I must not 
speak of it or question her about it. 

‘*Sir Guy must have perceived it too, for he 
asked no questions and showed no surprise or 
curiosity of aay kind. 

‘Dinner was a little quieter than usual; but 
Lady Oldcastle is always so silent that her be- 
ing quite so did not make much difference. I 
was glad wher it was over. 

“If Lady Olc castle had been as quietly vigi- 
lant as she usvally is, I don’t suppose I could 
ever have got away to the workshop for Blister 
to give me his vase without her knowing it and 
calling me back As it was, we left her sitting, 
as she had done for more than an hour, by one 
of the windows, with her cheek upon her hand 
looking out gloonily. 

** We did not remain long in the workshop— 
only long enougl indeed for me to thank Blis- 
ter for his vase, which is really done beauti- 
fully ; and then | ran upstairs to take it to my 
room. I stayed a little while talking to Pin- 
kum, and then went back to the drawing- 
room. 

**I did not intend to move more softly than 
usual, and I don’t know that I did so. But Sir 
Guy and his mother did not hear me, and I 
could not help hearing the few words they said. 
It was almost dark, the lamps were rot light- 
ed and I could only just faintly see Lady Ola- 
castle still sitting in her chair by the window, 
and Sir Guy standing by her. 

“*T do not seek to pry into things which it 
pleases you to keep private, mother,’ he said 
quietly. *The day when I ceased to hope for 
any terms of affection and confidence between 
us is long past. But, if you are in trouble of 
any kind—as I see you are—and it is trouble in 
which I can assist you, it is at once my place 
ang my duty todoit. Is there anything I can 

° 


‘*** There is nothing.’ 

*** And you decline to tell me what it is that 
has distressed you?’ 

‘***T do—it is nothing to you.’ 

*** You will tell me this at least—it does not 
orgeeee any scrape of Duke's ?’ 

see Jo. ’ 


‘**T am glad to hear that, at any rete. To 
tell the truth, mother, I feared that it had 
something to do with him. Fortunately, I 
know I may conclude that it has nothing to do 
with me eicher.’ 

“I was quite frightened. Lady Oldcastle 
sprang to her feet with such a dreadful look of 
rage and fear and agony all at once on her face 
that I almost cried out. 

““* You, she cried—‘you!’ she gasped, and 
put her hand up to her throat as if she were 
choking : then in a moment her tace settled 
into the hard stony look which it nearly al- 
ways wears; she seemed to check herself, and 
sank back into herseat. ‘I have given you my 
answer, she said—‘ you can do nothing. He 
good enough to ring for lights, Guy; we are al- 
most in darkness.’ 

“I knew they had not seen me standing by 
the door; and so I _ ed softly out again, 
and did not go in unti leew the lamps had 
been lighted for a little while. They were quiet 
enough then—Sir Guy busy with his paper, 
and Lady Oldcastle reading, or seeming to read, 
but still dreadfully pale. I ought to have felt 
sorry for her; but I didn't—no, I did not? I 
felt angry—viciously angry—I don’t know why. 
I was glad that when she left the room she did 
not attempt to kiss me, as she has done lately, 
but just gave me her hand as she said ‘Good 
night.’ She did not even look towards Sir 


Guy ; she walked out of the room just as if he 


had not been there. 


my temper and made my eyes ache, 


**Of course I could not do anything but say 
‘Good night’ to him and come up here, where 
I have spent I don’t know how much time in 
scribbling in you, my dear, which has cooled 


**There has been a bustle down-stairs ; and 
now Pinkum has come hurrying into the room. 
She is so evidently bursting with news of some 
sort that it will be only a charity to turn round 
and ask her what itis. I'll do it. 

““*La, me lady.’ says Pinkum ecstatically, 
clasping her hands and turning up her eyes 
just as she always does, ‘it’s Mr. Marmaduke 
come home unexpected! And sure he’s the 
handsomest young gentleman you ever laid 
your two eyes on, entirely !’ 

‘* What a goose Pinkum is! I hate a man to 
be too handsome—they have no business to be! 
I know Marmaduke Oldcastle will be insuffer- 
ably conceited--handsome men are always so 
odiously vain! I know he will be horrid! I 
can’t go for a sail to-morrow now of course. I 
wished he had stayed away! I wonder whether 
his brother will quarrel with him before the 
morning? I hope he will--there ! 

‘Something has happened! Was it this that 
I felt in the air, little book, when I sat down to 
write in you? I don’t think so. What differ- 
ence can the coming of Marmaduke Oldcastle 
make to me? No; it was something else— 
| ioe that has not happened yet. What 
is it?” 

(To be Continued. ) 








He Caved. 


A train over the Bay City road, bound into 
Detroit, picked up an old man at a flag station, 
and when the conductor took up his fare, he 
asked : 5 

“How fur could a person without money 
travel on this train?” 

** About half a mile.” 

** And then you’d put ’em off?” 

*T08 

* Would you put a woman off?” 

** I’d have to.’ 

“Thanks—that settles it. My old woman 
didn’t want me to go to town, and she said 
she'd foller me to the end of the earth. She’ll 
try it, but she hain’t got a cent to travel on, 
and when the conductor drops her along about 
here I can imagine the look——” 

“* Oh, in that case, I should let her ride,” in 
terrupted the official. 

‘You would?” 

“Te.” 

oe Yes.” 

“*Then, if you will kinder slack up when you 
cross at Skinner's, I'll kinder drop off and hoof 
it back. I reckon she’s got the bulge on me, 
and | might as well cave.” 





What He Asked For. 
Guest (from the wild, wild west)—Give me a 
“ee room, 
Iotel Clerk (to hall-boy)—Take him up to the 
garret. 
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~ BARRETT & CO. | 


Real Estate and Commercial Exchange 


18 YONGE ST. ARCADE 
Telephone 897 


WANTED—GENERAL STORE IN COUN- 
TRY town ; cash custom entirely. 


WANTED—PURCHASER FOR STOCK OF 


boots and shoes. 


WANTED—PURCHASER FOR STOCK OF 


hardware. 


WANTED — PURCHASER FOR DENTAL 


business. 


WANTED TO PURCHASE — SEVERAL 


blocks of land ; cash custom entirely. 


WE HAVE SEVERAL 


city lots and houses. 


BARRETT & CO. 


KINDLING WOOD 


Delivered prices, C. O. D., viz.: 
13 Crates, $2; 6 Crates, $1; 3 Crates, 60 cents 


Send post card or call at YUILL & HARVIE’S, 20 
Sheppard Street. Telephone No. 1570. 

















BARGAINS IN 


OUR CELEBRATED “ GOLD LABEL” 





OKEEKFrn & CO. 
Brewers, Maltsters & Bottlers 


SPECIALTIES—Warranted equal to best brewed in any 
country. ENGLISH HOPPED ALES in wood andi 
Sanne XXX STOUT in wood and bottle. PILSENER: 

aes . 
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Nt. Charles | Restaurant 


LUNCHEON AND DINING ROOMS 
70 YONGE. STREET 


Next door to Dominion Bank 





Lunch Counter for Gentlemen on the 
round floor. Fi est Bar in Canada 
hoice Stock of Liquors and Cigars 


HEASLIP & PIERCE 
Proprietors 


a oe rnc en anatase Neeeantetarntert an 





ABA 


eaten. 





Author 


Oj 
A SCEN 
The funeral 
James Killick 
gaze of his fellc 
who assumed 
him to his last 
odor of flowers 
lergyman seen 
- Dr. Stro 
ating clergyma 
Killick, but n 
together with | 
bert, were sitti! 
widow. ( 
Dell was irre 
faced woman \ 
and the hand 
duced a siler 
minutes. . 
‘“*My dear, 8 
been told you 
in your face Is 
love which en 
which I was fo! 
was alive. Ia 
ago your fath 
brother and sis 
my senior and 
happiness. 
James Killick 
taken from a f 
my father and 
he had been I 
look after fat! 
first wife. H 
soon, foolish 
By his addre 
place in our he 
ally intended 
with the expt 
had a power 
him of posse! 
about the pas 
folly, the fors 
his character 
his proposal | 
married—we 
would never 
But listen to 
been my rew 
was furious. 
husband dow 
his passion. 
married he — 
would never 
too. was irre 
without forgi 
your father, ' 
in Toronto h 
to be reveng 
the most de 
would live t 
A few weeks 
he had succe 
“T am afr 
but not all « 
answere 
matter. L 
“Mr, Killi 
a very rich | 
ure to tell I 
never enjoy 
should spea 
from the da 
fiercely as h 
to make his 
one, Dr. St 
his property 
enough in | 
mischief he 
not be poor 
anything Vv! 
** Poor au 
or dying. 
Now that— 
tions have 
you from 
mother; yo 
Dell had 
bed, and th 
and Dell, i 
wasted for 
* An exc 
Dr. Strong 
* Yes, M 
years henc 
pass throu 
woman ha 
* Thoug! 
me, my di 
Killick ; * 
whether 
condition | 
afternoon, 
he has ca 
through h 
gentlemal 
fore yeste 
would spt 
seemed si 
him at on 
the invali 
blank. 
eas. 
of her ha 
woman h 
contact Vv 
to read | 
face wou 
most obt 
= Ah, I 
Dr. Str 
venient | 
pressed 
face of t 
has told 
* So m 
her choi 
sure he 
faults, D 
faces bet 
they nev 
manage 
how [tl 
that ‘so 
iq one 
1is mod 
doing, b 
couldn't 
away th 
face. I 
if he ha 
a woma 
I haves 
Every 8) 
glimpse 
very fe 
orders | 
door to 
anyone, 
-occasiol 
think a 
three li 
My les 
perhap: 
Degan | 
be pati 
someti 
suffer { 
me, De 
discios 
shail 4 
little | 
we kni 
Dell 
ion, bu 
ing m 
graced 
and n 
« resolu 
Afte 
return 


ee parent 


illic! 


“ Yi 


ST 
ed 
g but say 
sre, where 
h time in 
as cooled 


airs ; and 
the room. 
8 of some 
irn round 


tatically, 
her eyes 
rmaduke 
he’s the 
ever laid 


aman to 
SS to be! 
insuffer. 
lways so 
rrid! I 
jurse, I 
whether 
sfore the 


‘his that 
down to 
it differ- 
Ideastle 


Zz else— 
What 


nd into 
station, 
are, he 


money 


voman 
ie said 
She’ll 


about 


nm you 
1 hoof 
n me, 


me @ 


o the 


oF 
D 
.L. 
.L, 


N 


! 
q 
i 
€ 














CHAPTER XXX. 
A SCENE FROM A RUINED LIFE. 


The funeral was over; the repulsive face of 
James Killick was forever hidden from the 
gaze of his fellow-men by the coffin lia. Those 
who assumed to mourn for him had carried 
him to his last resting-place. The oppressive 
odor of flowers and the solemn voice of the 
clergyman seemed yet to linger in the desolate 
room, Dr. Strong, who had not been the offici- 
ating clergyman, he being a favorite of Mrs, 
Killick, but not of her deceased husband, 
together with Dell Browning’ and Mrs. Flam- 
bert, were sitting by the bedside of the invalid 
widow. 

Dell was irresistibly attracted by the sweet- 
faced woman who lay propped up by pillows, 
and the hand-clasp which united them intro- 
duced a silence which lasted for several 
minutes. 

‘* My dear,” said the invalid to Dell, ‘‘I have 
been told you are proud and unforgiving, but 
in your face I see nothing but a gentleness and 
love which encourage me to tell yuu a story 
which I was forbidden to tell while my husband 
was alive. [am youraunt. Twenty-five years 
ago your father and I loved one another as 
brother and sister seldom do. He was ten years 
my senior and devoted himself to me and my 
happiness. When he married I was lonely, and 
James Killick, who in his infancy had been 
taken from a foundling asylum and adopted by 
my father and cared for almost as kindly as if 
he had been his son, returned to our house to 
look after father’s affairs, he having lost his 
first wife. He had won my confidence and I 
soon, foolish girl, thought that I loved him. 
By his address and ability he had gained a 
place in our household which he was not origin- 
ally intended to have, and when he returned 
with the experience of a man of the world, he 
had a power which you would hardly suspect 
him of possessing. Lying here and thinking 
about the past I cannot conceive the supreme 
folly, the forgetfulness of the mean traits of 
his character, which induced me to listen to 
his proposal that we should run away and be 
married—we both knew my proud old father 
would never consent to such a mesalliance. 
But listen to him I did, and a life of misery nas 
been my reward. My brother—your father— 
was furious. He sought us out, knocked my 
husband down and beat him unmercifully in 
his passion. When he found out that we were 
married he cast me off, and swore that he 
would never speak to me again. My father, 
too. was irreconcilable, and he died soon after 
without forgiving me. When Killick heard that 
your father, who had left England, had settled 
in Toronto he followed, determined some day 
to be revenged. for he hated your father with 
the most deadly hatred and vowed that he 
would live to see both him and you beggared. 
A few weeks ago he boasted to me that at last 
he had succeeded. Is it true?” 

‘*T am afraid I have lost some of my money, 
but not all of it. I really don’t know yet,” 
answered Dell, hesitatingly, ‘‘but it doesn’t 
matter. I have plenty of friends, you see!” 

‘* Mr. Killick often boasted to me that he was 
a very rich man. It seemed to give him pleas- 
ure to tell me about it, and then say I should 
never enjoy any of it. He is dead now, and I 
should speak no evil of him; but he hated me, 
from the day your father beat him, almost as 
fiercely as he did my brother. He died trying 
to make his will. Even if he had already made 
one, Dr. Strong tells me he could not leave all 
his property away from me—and there may be 
enough in my portion to repair some of the 
mischief he has done. If there is, you shall 
not be poor, my dear. I shall not live to need 
anything very long.” 

** Poor aunty, you must not talk about money 
or dying. Think of living and being happy. 
Now that—that—that your husband's persecu 
tions have ceased there is nothing to prevent 
you from getting well. I have no father or 
mother; you can be both to me.” 

Dell had seated herself on the side of the 
bed, and the invalid threw her arms about ker, 
and Dell, in response, had caught her aunt’s 
wasted form in her embrace. 


Dr. Strong to Mrs. Flambert.” 


** Yes, Mrs. Killick looks as Dell may twenty | 
years hence, but I hope the poor child won't | 


pass through such trials as that unfortunate 
woman has endured.” 

‘Thoughts of money have never troubled 
me, my dear Dell, until now,” continued Mrs, 
Killick; *‘but I am very anxious to know 
whether Mr, Killick !eft any will, and in what 
condition his property is. We shall know this 
afternoon, for Mr. Tully and some gentlemen 
he has called in to represent me are going all 
through his papers. Mr. Tully seems to be a 
gentleman, I never saw him until the day be- 
fore yesterday. 
would spoil him, but when he came to me he 
seemed so manly and good-hearted, I trusted 
him at once. Do you know him?” questioned 
the invalid, to whom the outside world was a 
blank, 

‘* Yes,” stammered Dell, blushing to the roots 
of her hair. No matter how many years a 
woman has been away from society and from 


I have been afraid Mr. Killick | 





contact with her sex, she never forgets how | 


to read her sister-woman, but Dell's tell-tale 
face would have been an open book to the 
most obtuse. 

‘*Ah, I see! And does he love you?” 

Dr. Strong and Mrs, Flambert found it con- 
venient to look out of the window, while Dell 
pressed 
face uf the sufferer and whispered, ‘*‘ Yes, he 
has told me so.” 


“So my sweet little girlie has already made | 


her choice, and it is not a bad one. I am 
sure he will be kind to you. He has his 
faults, Dell. We bedridden folks can often read 
faces better:than those who see so many that 
they never mark the difference. But you can 
manage him. I will tell you some day just 


her flushed cheek against the pale | 


| she told her father that it would be much better 
| for them to effect a settlement with Col. Moore 


| sense enough to behave himself.” 


| resist the impulse to hear the news, came in 


TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT. 


A BAD MAN'S SWEETHEART. | 


BY EDMUND E. SHEPPARD 
Author of ‘The Farmin’ Editor’s Sketches,” ‘‘ Dolly,” ‘* Widower Jones,” etc. 


want Mr. Scott to remain with me for a few 
moments. You will find writing materials 
over there,” said she to Mr. Scott, wearily. ‘‘I 
want to make my will; it won’t take you long. 
Everything I have I leave to my niece, Dell 
Browning, my brother's daughter, and if it ex- 
ceeds fifty thousand dollars she is to use what 
is required of the remainder to recompense all 
those my husband has directly injured by de- 
frauding them of money. You understand 
what I mean, don’t you, Mr. Scott?” 

** Yes, madam,” answered the stately old 
lawyer. In fifteen minutes the document was 
prepared, and the nurse and manservant were 
called in as witnesses. As she said good night 
to the two lawyers she whispered faintly, 

‘Now if I die all will be well.” 

In the office, assisted by the senior clerks, all 
the papers in Mr. Killick’s safe were carefully 
examined. io will could be found and but few 
papers which at all compromised the dead man. 
His private account book, caretully kept, proved 
him to be worth over half a million dollars, 
nearly a hundred thousand of which had been 
obtained from his manipulation of the Loan 
Company’s stock, The thirty thousand he had 
received from Col. Moore had been duly entered. 
Without further knowledge of his transactions 
it was impossible to find any traces of criminal 
or even improper methods. 

It was nine o’clock before Tully rang the door 
bell at the many-gabled Fiambert mansion. He 
was elated by the result of the search; he, at 
least, would not be disgraced. Lawyer Scott, 
with professional reticence, had told him noth- 
ing of Mrs. Killick’s will, and there was not a 
sordid impulse within him, when a few mo- 
ments later, Dell entered the reception room 
alone, and he caught her in his arms, exclaim- 


ng: 

** My darling, all is well; we can pay every- 
thing we owe, and there will be no disgraceful 
disclosures involving the firm ; even your pro- 
perty, I hope, will be saved !” 

‘*[’'m so glad for your sake,” answered Dell, 
looking lovingly up into his excited face. 
‘““You have suffered so much. You were so 
long coming, I was afraid something was 
wrong.” 

“it is all over now, my sweetheart. To-day 
shuts out the past. I begin a new life, and 
with you by my side I can make it such that 
you won’t be ashamed to share it with me.” 

**Look out, young people, I am_ coming,” 
cried Mrs. Flambert in the hall. ‘tI am just 
dying to hear the news; I can’t wait another 
minute. Mr. Tully, what is the result of your 
investigation? Is Mr. Killick as bad a man as 
I have always thought him, or has he died rich 
and left his memory to be respected ?” 

‘He died rich, Mrs. Flambert, and his 
memory, as far asI can find out, will not be 
any more cursed than that of the ordinary rich 
man, whose entrance into heaven is described 
as likely to be so difficult. As far as I can find 
out by examining his papers there is nothing 
against him except some stock manipulation 
and his scheme to deprive Dell of her money.” 

‘“*And you—now honestly and truly, young 
man—are you out of the woods?” 

** Yes, thank Heaven, I have nothing to fear. 
There is no act of my own of which I am 
ashamed, that is——” looking appealingly at 
Dell and blushing painfully,‘‘since long ago. 
feel positive that everything will come out all 
right. Do you know old Killick was worth a 
half a million dollars! Scott and I figured it 
up in his private account book. That ought 
to be enough to protect the firm from any 
claims which may be brought against it.” 

‘“‘Then you are a free man, are you, Tully,” 
inquired Mrs, Flambert, looking at him search- 
ingly, ‘‘and can marry Dell without being 
afraid of bringing disgrace upon her for your 
actions either past or future.” 

‘*Ah, Mrs, Flambert, the past is rolled up 
like ascroll. I am not afraid that it will ever 
appear against me. The future, with God's 
help and Dell beside me, I have vowed shall be 
worthy of the pure love I have won and the 
pure wife—it won't be long, will it, Dell, before 
you are my wife?—on whose name any disgrace 
of mine would leave a blot which would burn 


- . : PS * | into her soul more than it would into mine.” 
d exc ‘ e 
\n exceedingly strong likeness,” whispered 


* Dell.” exclaimed Mrs. Flambert, with a 
burst of her old enthusiasm, *‘'would vou mind 
if I kissed him just once, and only on the 
cheek? I feel like a mother to that young 
scamp, and I believe that at last he has learned 
With this 
Mrs. Flambert threw her by no means slender 
arms around Mr. Tully and kissed his cheek 
with a maternal fondness, which proved that 
she had no more fears of his future. 


Dr. Strong, too, who had been unable to 


and congratulated Dell and Tully on the result. 
*“T really don’t know, my young friends, 
whether I dare claim any credit for myself; 
I've been on both sides of the question, don’t 
you see; but then we poor parsons have to 
be with both factions for society’s sake,” he 
added, with a quizzical side look at Dell. 

The astute Mr. Scott next morning so man- 
aged it that the daily papers when announcing 
the funeral of James J. Killick, also chronicled 
the fact that he had died worth at least half a 
miilion dollars, and the clients of the old firm | 
felt no more uneasiness. As Cora Burnham 
scanned this paragraph in the mornivg paper 





than to engage in a law suit, if the honor of 
so wealthy a firm was implicated. 

“TI know Tully,” said she, “too well to | 
imagine—under present circumstances—that | 


| he would permit any imputation to rest on his | 


how I think you ought to do it, but for fear | 


that ‘some day’ should never come, I will tell 
bg one thing now. Always be strong; be 
1is model of what is right in thinking and 
doing, but never be cross and scold. But you 
couldn't scold, could you? 


After he went | 


away the other day, I could not forget his | 
face. I wondered what his wife was like, or | 
if he had one, and how he treated her, and how | 


& woman could best succeed with such a man. 


I have so little to think about, you know, Dell. | 


Every strange face in my room has been a rare 
glimpse of the outside world. They have been 
very few. Mr. Killick did not like it, and the 
orders have always been to the servant at the 
door to say that I was not well enough to see 
anyone, though a very few who insisted have 
‘occasionally come in to give me something to 
think about. I would just like to live two or 
three little months longer to see you happy. 
My lesson has been such a bitter one that 

erhaps I might assist you to begin right. I 
ovgan wrong, but I have tried to do right and 
be patient, though, my dear, my patience has 
Sometimes been exhausted, and I have had to 
suffer for it, Couldn’t you come and stay with 
me, Dell? But no, something terrible might be 
disciosed by my husband's death, and you 
Shail not share my disgrace. It will only be a 
ittle longer—I must not be selfish, Wait ti!l 
we know the worst.” 

. Dell protested her disregard of public opin- 
ion, but Mrs, Killick would not listen. ‘* Noth- 
ing must be said of our relationship. I dis- 
graced the family once, I sha'n't do it again,” 
and no persuasion could move her from this 
resolution, 

After they had gone, Mr. Tully and Mr. Scott 
returning from the cemetery called to obtain 


| in the protracted law suit which would be the 


professional honor, and if this matter comes 
to a fight it will be impossible for us to win 


result.” With this in view they held a con- 
sultation in the afternoon and instructed Mr. 
Chandler to offer Col. Moore fifty thousand 
dollars to abandon his title to his estates and 
acknowledge them the heirs of the English 
property. Astounded at his good fortune he 
consented, and the matter never went into 
court. Mrs. Killick, after a searching investi- 
gation, sent her check to the Loan Company 
for the amount which her husband had secured 
by the fraudulent loans given to his tools, 
and as the sum amounted to nearly a hundred | 
and fifty thousand dollars, the company was 
saved from ruin. Tully notified Col. Moore | 
when he became aware of the settlement 
which had been effected between him and his 
uncle, that the mortgage made to Miss 
Browning would be cancelled, as it was 
evident that Mr. Killick had received the 
money, and thus the calamities which impended 
over the firm of Killick & Tully faded away ; 
and when a few months later Mrs. Killick 
succumbed to her long illness, Mrs. Stephen 
Tully was left heiress to a sum which made her 
one of the wealthiest women in the city. 

Cora Burnham, with her father and mother, | 
sailed for England to prove their title to their 
property there, and have not since returned. 

Mrs. King’s widowhood shows no sign of 


' mourning, and the gaiety of her house suggests 


Permission to look through the papers in Mr, | 


Xillick’s desk in the library beneath. 
You may look through them, Mr. Tully, I 


her effort to forget her old folly and find 
opportunities for new ones, Poor little Jack, 
who had been sent away to school before Dell 
left 25 Mowburn Street, sees little of ais 
mother, buc once a week» Aunty Dell calls 
upon the little fellow and brightens his life 
by her caresses and loving remembrances of 
their old acquaintanceship. 

It was once esteemed the duty of astory teller 
to dispose--either by death or marriage—of all 
the characters who incidentally appeared in his | 
pages, but I might say in bidding my readers 
adieu that when people are not disposed of in 
life it would be folly for the:writer to settle 
their future in fiction. Bee McKinley is still 
unmarried, though it is her own fault. John | 


Stryde is devoting himself more vigorously 
than ever to his missionary work—and inci- 
dentally to Bee McKinley; while Stephen 
Tully bas not shown the slightest sign of relaps- 
ing into his old habits, but is alike faithful to 
his resolution and true to his sweetheart, 


THE END. 





To Correspondents. 





(Correspondents will address—‘‘ Correspondence Column,” 
SaturpDAy Niout Office. 


A Susscriser, Brighton.— Have never heard of the paper 
you mention. 

Daisy, Hamilton.—Address Professor Davis, 77 Wilton 
avenue, Toronto. 

Jutta ApA.—People in Canada cannot legally buy Louis- 
iana Lottery tickets. 2. Do not know how much they cost. 


ReaperR—Address Townsend & Stevens, Melinda street, 
Toronto, and they will tell you how to become a member of 
the Society of Expert Accountants. 


JosePHuine.—You should present your card to the servant 
when entering and leave the card of yourself and your 
husband, if you are married, when leaving. 


E. T., Toronto.—You can learn shorthand and type- 
writing at the Business University, Public Library Build- 
ings. A letter addressed there will bring you full informa- 
tion. 

P. A. S., Poplar Hill, wiites—Where can I obtain a 
reliable preparation for cleansing the scalp and preventing 
the hair from falling out. Write to Dr. Dorenwend, Yonge 
street, Toronto. 

Murray, Lansing.—1l. A young man would have a r 
chance of obtaining a position in Toronto Postoffice without 
political influence. 2. At your age you are not likely to 
grow taller. You will probably get stouter. Don’t know 
anything to make you fat and healthy at the same time. 


Susscriper, Toronto.—Benzine will clean white kid gloves 
but I know of no preparation that will make an old white 
kid look like a new one. 2. Regular cleaners are the best 
people to go to as amateur efforts at cleaning either silk 
or satin are more apt to spoil than renovate. 3. A lad old 
enough te,go toa ball should wear full dress. If he does 
not have one wear dark clothes and a frock coat. 4. Your 
writing is not good. Buy aSpencerian copy book. Practice 
will improve it. 

Constant ReapEeR.—1. Clipping the ends of the eyelashes 
it is said will make them grow longer. 2. Keep the scalp 
in a clean, soft, and wholesome condition. Pure rain water 
is the best things te make hair soft and make it grow. It 
must not be used over a couple of times a month or it will 
make the hair hard and break. The scalp should be kept 
clean with a good brush which should be washed frequently. 
A small amount of the tincture of cantharides added to the 
rain water will stimulate the ecalp. 


J. J. H., Paris—Leave your order with any newsdealer 
and they wll get you a copy of Burke’s Peerage. If you 
wish to consult one, you will find it in the public libraries 
and all the leading clubs 2. It would be improper for a 
young lady to ask a gentleman friend for his photograph, 
unless he be a relative or so intimate a friend that an im- 
proper construction could not be put upon it. A gentle- 
man may offer to exchange photographs with a young lady 
under the same circumstances, or if he is engaged to her. 
Otherwise it is an impropriety. 


Ciara McK.—After having visited for three weeks at the 
house of your acquaintance aud inviting her to make her 
home with you when visiting your town, she should have 
written you when she decided to stay with another ac- 
quaintance while visiting in your neighborhood. If she 
ignored your invitation by neither writing yeu nor calling 
upon you, you have a good reason to construe it as a slight. 
If she made an explanation by letter, and you knew she 
was visiting in your town, you should have called upon her 
if the explanation was satisfactory, but it is always a safe 
thing to pay as little attention as possible to trifles. 


M. S., Preston.—1. I know of no cure for blushing except 
a continual! effort to maintain your composure. When selt- 
control is practised in everything else with experience one 
soon learns not toblush. If it comes from any unusual cause 


you would have to consult a physician. Do not think of it 


so constantly. Cultivate the habit of not caring whether you 
blush or not and make a joke of it Do not avoid society 
for that reason, for the more you avoid meeting people the 


stronger hold your habit of blushing will get upon you. 


2. Know no way of developing the bust. Men generally 
suppose that cotton batting is used for that purpose. 3. Do 
not know of any cure for dyspepsia except careful diet and 
avoiding the things that disagree with you, and drinking 
no liquid with your meals, From the questions you ask, I 


am afraid you are a rather morbid young woman. What 
you most require is to quit thinking about yourself, make 


the best of everything, do not ae a are looking 
at you criticising you, but act as if nobody took any special 
interest, and be yourself. 








A Discouraged Avenger. 








Mrs. Whitecap.—So you ’ve been down lickin’ 
Bill Simmons’ fam’ly, have yer? Waal, [| 
want yer t’ understan’ Bill’s my _ second | 
cousin !— Puck, 
| 


Knew What He Was Talking About. 


Bildad—Why don't you buy a typewriter, 
Ormsby? 
Ormsby—-My wife doesn’t understand type- 


writing, and if she did, a fellow doesn't care to 
have his wife around his oftice all the time. 
Bildad— Your wife wouldn’t have to run it. | 
You could hire a girl for a small salary. 
Ormsby—As I said before, I don’t want my | 
wife around the office all the time. | 
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It may be draped to suit any style of apartment in which 
it is placed, and made an admirable auxiliary to its furni 
ture. Hi. P. DAVIES & CO., 22 Church Street. ' 
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GENTS’ WASHING OUR SPECIALTY 
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J. YOUNG 


LEADING UNDERTAKER 


847 Yonge Street, Toronto. 
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40 years’ record of honorable deal- 
ing ; 


40 years before an intelligent public 
40 years’ loyalty to our patrons 


40 years of liberal and equitable 
methods 


40 years manufacturers and dealers 


SPEAK STRONGER TO YOU THAN ANY WORDS OF OURS 


RS. Williams & Son 


143 Yonge Street, Toronto 
TELEPHONE 1504 











Send for our Pamphlet on Hot Water Heating 


The E. & C. Gur 


NEW GURNEY BOILER 


The Best, Most Perfect and Economic 
Heater Ever Invented 


Has no equal for heating Private Dwellings, Public 
Buildings, Greenhouses and Conservatories 


MANUFACTURED BY 


ney Co., Toronto 





Increase the Appetite 


By taking Ayer’s Cathartie Pills. This remedy is thorough in its action, imparts tone 
and strength to the Stomach, Liver, and 
their functions properly. **I have used Ayer’s Pills, for a number of years, and 
have never found anything equal to them for stimulating the appetite, and imparting 


energy orstrength to the system. 
Wilmington, Del. 


I always keep them in the house. 
** For over two years I was afflicted with torpidity of the Liver. 


3owels, and enables them to perform all 


R. Dd. Juekson, 


I had no appetite, suffered from Constipation, Indigestion, Headache, Pain in the Side 


and Back, and General Debility. 
relief. 


and quicken the appetite. 


Ayer’s Pills were the first medicine to give me 
I took three boxes of them, and was cured. This remedy never fails to 


Stimulate the 


Ayer’s Pills promptly relieve Headache, and are the 


Liver 


best cathartic I know of. —George O. Williams, West Meriden, Conn. 


During the spring of 1877 a disagreeable 
taste in my mouth entirely destroyed my 


appetite. My tongue was thickly coated 
and what little food IT ate distressed me 


Believing my trouble to originate in a dis- 
ordered liver, L commenced taking Ayers 
Cathartic Pills. LT felt an improvement 


after the operation of the first dose. 


continued their use in diminished quan- 
tities, for a short time, and am. satistied 
that these Pills have completely cured me, 


— Sophie Harmon, Biddeford, Me. 


AYER’S 


Prepared by Dr. J.C. Ayer & Co, 


SUGAR-COATED 
CATHARTIC 


Lo 


For a number of years IT was troubk 
With Biliousness, which almost destroy cod 
my health. This ailment commenced 
in Costiveness. Indigestion, Headache, 
and Dizziness soon followed. [ beeame 
weak, emaciated, and totally unfitted for 


work of any kind. [tried various reme- 
dies, but nothing afforded me any relicf 
until I began taking Ayer’s Pills. They 
cured me, speedily, and L now believe 
them to be the most reliable cathartic in 


use. — G. S. Wanderlich, Seranton, Pa. 


PILLS, 


well, Mass. Sold by all Drugyists. 





A New Discovery.—A sim- 
ple, harmless, and effective cure 
for all headaches, is something 
wanted in every house. Persons 
suffering from headache will find 
in Hoffman's Powders a per- 
fect Headache Specific. ‘they 
ure easy to take, give almost in- 
stant relief, containing no opium, 
juinine, bromides, or narcotics 
They are prompt and certain in 
their action and do not disarrange 
the stomach, Dauseate, or cause 
any after ill effects. They are 
not prepared, recommended, or 
vivertised for a wide range of dis- 

iors, but simply for headaches. They are an 
honest medicine for which only honest, 
straightforward statements are made. 

They are the result of persistent study and ex- 
‘nting by an expert chemist, and before 
ito the public in present form were tested 
in the most severe cases, and submitted to the 
highest professional and medical authority, en- 
dorsed and pronounced perfectly harmless. 
Thousands now attest to their virtue, and none 
need suffer from Headaches if they will use Hoft- 
man’s Powders. A trial will convince, 


pw 
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Sick Headache is terrible and 
can only be properly described 
by one who is subject to it. The 
head splitting pains, the rioting 
pains, the nausea, the heavy aching 
eyes are immedifttely relieved by 
Hoffman's Powders. 


Headache, nervous or from 
fatigue of the body or mind, 
soon yields to the soothing prin- 
ciples of Hoffman's Powders. 


Headache from over-eating, 
ean be entirely and quickly dis- 
pelled by taking one of Hoffman's 
Powders, Keep the Powders always 
with yon—they are neatly put up in portable form: 


Alcoholic Headache.—this is a species of 
headache usually appearing in the morning and 
is generally encouraged and produced by the sur- 
roundings and associations of the night before, 
One Powder taken immediately on arising will 
correct the trouble, and as a slight tonic for the 
stomach will impart a better relish for break fast. 


Headache from Tobacco is a dull, heavy 


nauseating and disgusting feeling that will quickly 
disappear on taking one of Hoffman's Powders. 


See that you get the genuine Hoffman's Harmless Headache Powders. Insist in having them 


and do not be induced to take something said to 


you, on receipt of 25 cents we wi 





THE HOFFMAN DRUG CO., INTERNATIONAL BRIDGE, ONTARIO. 


be “just as good,” if your druggist cannot supply 
| mail you package containing six powders postage free. 


CUTLERY 
SS SILVER PLATED WARE 


KEYSTONE EGG BEATERS 


Agate Ware and Retinned-Goods 


IN ENDLESS VARIETY. 


General 


House Furnishings 


HARRY A. COLLINS 


90 YONGE 


STREET 
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W. MICKLETHWAITE 
PHOTOGRAPHER 


Out-door Views, Photo Engraving, 








Telephone 344 | 


MARSLAND & KENNEDY 


FAMILY GROCERS 
WINE & SPIRIT MERCHANTS | 


Enlargements, Photographing on Wood by Meadows’ 
cess. 


40 Jarvis Street, Toronfo 


FORONTO SATURDAY 
HUB CAFE 





Photographing on 
| Zinc, Commercial Photography, Life-Size Gelatino-Bromide 


THE 
And MERCHANTS’ LUNCH COUNTER 
First-class in every respect. A specialt 
butter and the best meats procurable. All 
the season and prompt attendance. 
up-stairs. Reading and smoking rooms attached. 
12 Colborne 8St., W. R. BINGHAM, PRO 


@.... 


Pro- 


- M. McCONNELL - 
46 and 48 King Street East. 





285 KING ST. WEST, TORONTO 


its merit to the public, call on Moore & Co., who 


Fine Wines for Medicinal Purposes a | 


Specialty. 


your efforts. 
working without the necessity of carrying a cum 


model. 
MOORE & CO. 


GRAND TRUNK RAILWAY 
The Old and Popvlar Rail Route to 


| YF YOU HAVE A PATENT AND WANT TO CONVEY 
make you a photograph second to none and assist you in 


This method will enable you to explain its 
rsome 


17 Yonge Street 


will 


of ae eee 
in stock. Trade supplied at bottom prices. 





THE JEWELL RESTAURANT 


Jordan Street 





MONTREAL, DETROIT, CHICAGO | 


And all Principal Points in 


GANADA AND THE UNITED STATES 


It is positively the only line from Toronto running the 
celebrated Pullman’s Palace Sleeping, Buffet and Parlor 
Cars, electric lighted. Speed, safety, civility. 

For fares, time tables, tickets and reliable information 
apply at the city ticket offices. | 

P. J. SLATTER, City Passenger Agent, | 
Corner King and Yonge streets and 20 York street, Toronto. 
Telephone Nos. 434 and 435. aa 


ANCHOR LINE 


ATLANTIC EXPRESS SERVICE 


| of New Buildings on Lombard 
| Postoffice. 





Head Offices 22 to 28 Kin 


and Annuities. 


JOHN P. MILL 


Watchmaker and 


Liverpool via Queenstown | 


GLASGOW SERVICE| 


Steamers every Saturday to Glasgow and 
Londonderry. 


to all kinds of Repairing 





: For Rates, Plans and all information, apply to 


M. D. Murdoch & Co. 


AGENTS, 6£ YONGE STREET, TORONTO 


The Cunard S.S. Line! 


in patronized by Toronto’s 
BEST SOCIETY | 
Noted for Safety, Elegance and Speed 


A. F. WEBSTER 
Sole Agent 56 Yonge St | 
dae eee a | 








FRANK L. SANAGAN & CO. 
THE NOBBY TAILORS 


241 YONGE STREET | 


JOHN BLAND 


108 YONGE STREET 


| 
| 


Fine Merchant Tailoring 


CHOICE GOODS 


RIGHT PRICES | 
_______ CORRECT STYLES 
W. C. MURRAY | 
FASHIONABLE TAILOR 


279 YONGE STREET 


FIRST-CLASS FIT AND FINISH TO ALL 
OUR WORK 


LESSONS iN PHRENOLOGY 
Examinations, Oral or Written. 
MRS. MENDON, 236 McCaul Street. 














McCAUSLAND & SON'S 
SUPERIOR 


STAINED GLASS ano WALL 
PAPER 


72 TO 76 KING STREET WEST | 





Poms, Aigrettes and Mounts. 


TELEPHONE - : - 1112 the Late t French Styles and Colors. 


Wellington) Toronto, 


Miss PLUMMER 
MODISTBRE 
'53 GLOUCESTER STREE 





Dominion Stained Glass Co. 
77 RICHMOND STREET WEST 


Memorial Windows and every description of Church and 
Domestic Art Glass, including 


Wheel-Cut, Sand-Cut, Embossed, Bent Glass 
and Bevelled Plate 








DON'T TAKE UP YOUR CARPETS: 


The Toronto Carpet and Plush Renovo Co. clean Carpets 


SATCHELS and PURSES 


Best Goods. Lowest 


Cc. C. POMEROY 


49 King Street West 


Prices 
on the floor by the celebrated ‘‘ Renovo Prozess.” 


_TORONTO 389 1-2 Yonge Street 


55 CENTS 


The small purchase amounting to “oe 
fif:y-tive cents, for which a numbered ae GENTLEMEN’S FIRST-CLASS WORK 
ceipt or oucher is given, may win the 
aie of the watch worth one thousand 60 King Street East. J WALTON 
dollars—=1000, Americans as well as Cana - . . 
dians will please note the fact. This said " SS 
vatch is the finest in America asa mechani 

al work of art. Send for cireulars. 


RUSSELL’S 


® King Street West, 
HARRY WEBB'S 


CATERING ESTABLISHMENT 


447, Yonge Street 


Is where you get your Dinners, Evening Parties, Lunches, 
Banquets and Wedding Breakfasts supplied, no matter - 
where you live. Send for estimates We beg to announce to our many friends that our 


: Wedding Cakes Our Specialty — of 
JAS. Cox & Son Latics’ and Gentlemen's Clothes 
. 


| is now complete, and having been personally selected 
by our Mr. Stovel while in EUROPE wll be found in 


| every way of a superior character. 


PASTRY COOKS AND CONFECTIONERS; STTOV EYL & CO. 


TAILORS 


73 King Street West, Toronto, and 23 Condait 
Street, Londen, Eng. 


Toronto 





RY API 


OINTMENT TO 
H. R. H. THE PRINCE OF WALES 





83 Yonge Street 





Luncheon and Ice Cream Parlors 


Mr. HAMILTON McCARTHY, A.B.C.A., Sculptor 


Has removed to commodious st on the ground floor 
treet, immediately opposite 


NORTH AMERICAN LIFE ASSURANCE CO. 


Street West, Toronto 
| Issues all approved forms of Life and Endowment Policies 


Hon. A. MACKENzZI8, M.P., Pres.; Hom. A. Morris and J. L. 
BhAIKIE, Vice-Presidents ; Wm. McCasr, Man’g Director. 


Watches and Wedding Rings a specialty. Special attention 


4453 Yonge Street, opp. College Ave., Toronto. 


Bronze Medal 1884.—GOLD MEDALIST,—Gold Medal 1885 


ee ete ite nate Gee eee | 


TORONTO Defective Feathers Re-maae into Handsome Feathers, Pom- 
Feathers Shaded or Dyed in 


J. W. A. BUTLER, 80 Bay Street (west side, near 


T 
Ww 


{ENT, (late Prof. Moody’s). 


DRESSMAKERS’ NE 
| TAILOR SYSTEM OF 
} SQUARE MEASURE- 
| ‘rafts direct without paper 
Also new and elegant designs in Bevelled, Engraved and patterns. J.& A.Canten, 
Silvered Plate for mantles. | Practical Dressmakers and 
3 Sa c = dilliners, 372 Yonge street, 
Designs and estimates on application. Te —— 1470. Toronto. 
Trunks and Valises ere 


Paris Barber Shop 


HARRY MORGAN - - 
The Leading Restaurant for Toronto City Merchants. 
.Game in season always en the bill of fare. 


all the daily papers. 





FIRST-CLASS RESTAURANT in connection. 
D. SMALL, Proprietor. 


CONFEDERATION 
Life Association 


Jeweler 


TORONTO. 








MODERN BEDROOM SUITE WITH FOLDING 


By the Allan Furniture Company, No. 5 King Street East. 








The Home Savings & Loan Co. Ltd. 
OFFICE: 72 CHURCH STREET, TORONTO 
to loan on Mortgage—small and large 
sums. Reasonable rates of interest 
and terms of repayment. No valuation fee charged. 
HON. FRANK SMITH, JAMES MASON, 
President. Manager. 


THOMAS MOFFATT 


| 
| 
| FINE ORDERED BOOTS AND SHOES 
| 


A good fit guaranteed, prices moderate, strictly first-class 


186 YONGE STREET, TORONI0O 
THIRD DOOR NORTH OF ALBERT HALL. 


'H. & C. Blatchford 












NEW, ELEGANT AND POPULAR 


American Boots and Shoes 


AND 
EVENING SLIPPERS 


In all Varieties, Sizes 
and Widths now on 
hand. 


68 P ts 
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MEDLAND & JONES 


| Agents Scottish Union, Norwich Union, Accident Insurance. 
' 


| Office— Mail Building. Toronto. Telephone 1067 


ART UNION OF CANADA---1889 | 


| Tickets now ready. 

| short 

| Portfolios replete with new and attractive sketches by | 

| members of Ontario Society of Artists at Messrs. Gagen & | 
Fraser's, 79 King Street West, where tickets can be had. 


JOHN FLETCHER 








Secure them at once, as the time is 


is the choise 
he delicacies of 
Private dining-room 


Commendador Port Wine in cases and bulk. Family 
trade a specialty. Agent for the celebrated Moet and Chan- 
don ‘‘ White Seal,’ George Gourlet and other leading brands 
Over half a million imported cigars always 


Proprietor 


First-class Reading and Smoking Rooiu.s, supplied with 


Grand Opera Sample Room 


The choicest lines of WINES, LIQUORS AND CIGARS. 


NIGHT. 


F.H. SER TON 
DENTIST 


Dry Goods Store 
Pp OFFICE HOURS—8 A.M. TO 9 P.M. 


OMETHING NEW IN DENTISTRY 


Dr. Land’s Porcelain Fillings, Crowns and Sections. 


Also Continuous Gum Sets. All operations known to 


modern dentistry practiced. 
CHAS. P. LENNOX 


Yonge Street Arcade - ~ 
Telephone 1846 


EETH WITH OR 





extraction. Telephone 1476 


C. H. RIGGS, cor. King and Yonge 
C. V. SNELGROVE 


Dental Surgeon, 97 Carlton St., Toronto 
” New Process—Porcelain Fillings and Porcelain Crowns 


a specialty. 
Telephone 3031 


Mr. HIPKINS 
DENTIST 


ROOMS, No. 1 COLLEGE AVENUE 
(Over Wood’s Drug Store, cor. Yonge street.) 


BED 





KINDLING WOOD---SOLID PINE 


13 Crates . . ° . 
6 oid 


Summer Wood $2.25 per Lead 
R. Truax 


CANADIAN SECRET SERVICE 


Under Government Patronage. Head Offices, 
Building, Montreal. 


Temple 


Legitimate detective work done at reasonable rates and 
performed in un honorable manner. Nothing done that in 
any way inter‘eres with the marital relatione. 

JOHN A. GROSE, 
Manager. 


NEW FICTION 


Marvellously Low Prices 


Box 1999, Montreal. 
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** How I Escaped,” edited by the author of ‘Mr. 
Barnes of New York,” at 25 cents; ** John Bedwin’'s 
Testimony,” by Mary Hallock Foote, at 30 cents; and 
**The Battle of the Swash and the Capture of 
Canada,” by Samuel Barton, and under same cover Dr. 
W. George Beers’ celebrated speech at Syracuse, for 25 
cents. The above are all from the press of 


172 Yonge Street, next door to R, Simpson’s 


Room B 


Best teeth on Rubber, $8.00. Vitalized air for painless 


233 Queen St. West, late 56 Adelaide St. West | Pro*Pect™®: 








HIGH CLASS PORTRAITS 


WATER COLORS 
CRAYONS 



























and the 
New and Popular 


OPAL AND IVORINE 


Portraits a Specialty. Instructions Given, 
Specimens, Terms, &c., call at 


46 McGILL STREET, TORONTO 


HENRI DE BESSE, Violinist 

(Formerly with Prof. Hubert Leonard, of Paris, and 
Concert-master Edmund Singer, of the Royal Conservatory 
of Music at Stuttgart, lately first Professor of the Violin at 
the New York Conservatories of Music), will receive pupils 
in all branches of violin playing; also for the pianoforte 
from the beginning to the highest proficiency, after Paris 
and Stuttgart methods. For terms apply at studio and 
residence, No. 179 Church Street. 


R. J. W. F. HARRISON 
Organist of St. Simon’s Church and Musical Director of the 
Ontario Ladies’ College, Whitby. 

Organ, Piano and Harmony 
94 Gloucester Street 

A VO (LATE OF THE ROYAL 

e e Conservatoire, Leipzig, 

Germany) Organist and Choirmaster Jarvis St. Baptist? 

Church, Toronto, teacher of ° 


Piano, Organ and Musical Theory 


at the Toronto College of Music 
Residence 305 Jarvis Street 


MISS LIZZIE HIGGINS 


Late of Reyal Conservatorium, Leipzig, Germany 







For 








Teacher of Piano-forte, Harmony, Counterpoint, &., at the 
Toronto College of Music, is prepared to receive pupils 
for private instruction at her residence, 


16 CLARENCE SQUARE 


PERCY V. GREENWOOD 
Organist All Saints’ Church, Teacher of Music. Three 
manual organ for practise. Address 239 Sherbourne street. 
Telephone 1,775. 


~ Toronto Conservatory of Music 


Hon. G. W, Allan, President 


OVER 600 PUPILS FIRST SEASON 
50 TEACHERS s aveany all departments of Music 
@ tauyht from beginning to graduation, 
including piano, vocal art, oran, violin, sight-singing, harmony, 
etc.; alsoelocution, Certificates and Diplomas, 
Tuition, $5 and upwards per term, Both class and private 
instruction. Pupils may enter at any date and are only charged 
roportionately, Board and room provided. FREE ADe 
VA NTAGES: E ementary harmony and violin instruction, 
lectares, concerts, recitals,etc, Calendar giving fullinformation 
mailed on application. 
There being private schools hearing names somewhat similar, 
it fs particularly requested that aly correspondence for t 
Conservatory be addressed 
Director. 


EDWARD FISHER, 
Cor. Yonge Street and Wilton Ave. TORONTO. 


ONTARIO COLLEGE OF MUSIC 


142 Carlton Street Opposite the Gardens 


This is a Private School, patronized by the best 
families in the city. The principal teacher who has had 
charge of the school for the past four years is a German, 
educated in his native country, and has had thirty yeare 
experience as a teacher of music in the United States and 
Canada. Mechanical playing of scales and exercises retards 
the intellectual part of Piano instruction, which is the foun- 
dation of a thorough and lasting education. By our method 
we overcome this difficulty without sacrificing technical 
proficiency. Thorough work guaranteed from the lowest 
to the highest grade. Private instructi‘n at pupil’s resi- 
denceif preferred. For information address the Principal, 

(. FARRINGER;: 








ollege 
of Music 


and Orchestral and 
Organ School 
Students of Orchestral Instruments 


Thorough instruct- 
fon in every branch 
of Music, Vocal, In- 
strumental and The 
oretical, by except- 
ionally well qualified 
teachers. Large 3- 
manual Pipe Organ 
and capacious Music Hall. 
have the special advantage of practical experience in an orchestra 
of sixty performers, Vocal Students take part in a large chorus, 
gaining experience in Oratorio and classical works, All courses 
throughly practical, whether for professional or amateur students. 
All Students participate FREE in concerts and lectures on har- 
mony, acoustics and all other subjects necessary to a proper mu- 
sical education. TERMS:—Class or private tuition, $5 to $30. 


¥. H. Torrington, Director, 12-14 Pembroke St., TORONTO 
PORTRAITS 


Studio - 81 King St. East ART 


PRIVATE SCHOOL FOR BOYS 
Ontario Academy, 47 Phosbe Street 


Careful tuition and training for commercial life or the 
various professions. 
Private tuition for students in the evening. Send for 
R. W. DILLON, M.A., 
Principal. 


EO. EAKIN, Issuer of Marriage Licenses 


Court! House, Adelaide Street 





J. W. L. FORSTER 





and 138 Carlton Street 


B. McBRIDE 


, BARRISTER, SOLICITOR &c. 
Room C., 16 Victoria street, Toronto. 
Money to loan. 






ay’ Claxton’s 


hi Music Stores 
197 Yonge Street 








63 King Street West 





J. THEO. ROBINSON, Publisher 
MONTREAL. 


—Ask for them at your bookseller’s. 







Charles Brown, 


Nos. 386 and 38 
KING ST. WEST. 





Coupes i5c. 
Carriages $1 
Telephone 123. 


Walnut, Mahogany Oherry, Birch, 











IRON AND STEEL WORK 


| 

| 

| Roors, GIRDERS, BEAMS, 
STAIRS, COLUMNS 
| 


AND ALL KINDS OF IRON WORK FOR BUILDING PURPOSES. 





Flooring, Shingles, Lath, Lignum- 
vits, Boxwood and Mouldings. 


HILLOCK & KENT, Albert Street 


JOHN McINTOSH 


IMPORTER OF AND DEALER IN 









Whaley, Royce& 
283 Yonge St , Toronto 
“IMPERIAL” 


The best in the world, as used by 
MESSRS. 
Canada’s greatest cornet soloist and 
endorsed by JULES LEVY. 


at the right prices. 
publications in stock. 
the Canadian Musician. 


New Sa 







MUSIC DEALERS 


MANUFACTURERS OF THE 


CORNETS 


CLARKE and BAUGH 


Everything in the music line and 
All the lates! 
Publishers o: 





cred 


| Office: 530 Yonge Street, Toronto | CHOICE TEAS and COFFEES | GARDEN OF PRAYER---F and G 


ASPLENDID CHANCE 





WE WILL GIVE NEW SUBSCRIBERS 


‘SATURDAY NIGHT” 


AND THE 


WORLD TYPEWRITER 


ages Teas, direct importation from Calcutta, 50c., 55c. 
an 


281 Yonge Street 


The cheapest and strongest Teas in use are Assom Teas, 
These so called Indian Teas, sold by other dealers for 30c. 
and 35c., may be had from us for 25c 


TRY A 5c. SAMPLE 


Very fine Assoms 35c. and 40c, Strong, pungent Him- 


600c., with which we give checks for presents. 
See our fine assortments. 





Cash discount of 10 per cent, to buyers 5 Ib, lots 


For #10, cash with order. Ths price of the Typewriter 
alone ia #10, See advertisement of this machine in 
another column, 


JOHN 





281 Yonge Street 





— 


By VERNON REY. 


KING DAVID’S LAMENT---D and F 


By FRANK SWIFT. 


Price 50 Cents Each 


TORONTO 


McINTOSH EDWIN ASHDOWN 


89 Yonge Street, and London, Eng. 
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Much Ado About Nothing. 


I went to see how the members of Toronto 

: University Lite- 
rary Society elect 
their ofticers the 
other night. I had 
never seen this 
ceremony perform- 
ed before, and be- 
ing told that it 
was something 
unique in the elec- 
tion line, I was 
™ not exactly unpre- 
pared for the scene 
which presented 





W. HARLBY SMITH. 
You are all acquainted with one or 


more of those young men who are laying the 
foundation of future greatness at University 


itse.f. 


College. You know that individually the stu- 
dent is usually quiet and tractable, and, per- 
haps, even modest. He is like one of the com. 
ponent parts of gunpowder—quite harmless 
when alone. But mix him with a party of his 
co-laborers in the mine of learning, and he 
becomes a miniature cyclone. He rises on his 
hind legs and yells as if .he would say to the 
wide world: ‘‘Harken unto me, all ye people ; 
this is my night out!” Thus does he atone for 
many hours of enforced silence spent in a grim 
struggle with the shades of the great departed. 
The sounds of strife 
smote my ear as I 
turned the corner of 
Yonge and Shuter 
streets, towards St. 
Vincent’s Hall, 
where the voting 
was going on. 
Grasping my stick 
with a firm grip, I 
resolutely entered 
and was confronted ; 4 
by a young friend 
of mine with a de- 
moniacal glitter in H. Ho DEWART 

his eye, who shoved his fist through a gaping 
wound in the crown of his Christie and said: 
‘* How does that catch you, old man?” I said 
if it was catching, I didn’t think I'd wait. But 
just then a party who were trying to persuade 
several electors that they were too premature 
in their desire to vote, deployed from the main 
body and moved rapidly in our direction. Be- 
fore I could perform the flank movement I had 
meditated, and escape through the window, 
they were upon me, and long before they were 
through with me, I had decided that being a 
war correspondent was not exactly my forte. 
Tne voting was done in a small room off the 
muin building, the entrance to which was a 








door near the eastern “corner of the hall. 
Theough this doorjthe hapless undergrad had 
to go, if he could, before he marked his ballot. 
Gotting in meant, *perhaps, a fight of several 
hours, and it was easy to distinguish those who 
hal voted, from those}who had not, by the con- 
dition of their clothes.‘ All night long this 
strife Went on incessantly till the polls closed 
at+a.m. Perhaps the"strangest thing about 
this fierce contest was{that there were no im- 
portant issues ut stake. s The students simply 
wanted some excitement. 9A few weeks before 
the election, parties were}{formed and mani- 
festoes issued. Dr. W. Harley Smith and Mr. 
H. H. Dewart, both graduates, and both clever 
young men, were nominated for the presidency 








by the Federal Party and the Party of Progress 
respectively, Nearly all the other offices were 
also contested. The excitement on each s‘de 
grew till it culminated in the storm of St. Vin- 
cent's Hall, and when the morning sun rolled 
the mists away, it was found that the Federal 
Party had elected all their men. The names of 
those elected are W. Harley Smith, B. A., mT, 
president; W. G. W. Fortune, vice-president ; 
J. W. Seane, 2nd vice-president ; G. A. Badge- 
row, 3rd vice-president ; J. B. Peat, recording 
secretary ; M. Barker, corresponding secretary ; 
P. White, secretary of committees; W. Hardie, 
treasurer; A, T. Thompson, curator; T. B. 
Smith, 4th-year councillor ; T. M. Bowman and 
G. A, M, Young, 3rd-year councillors; F. H. 





Hagerman and H. J. Wales, 2nd-year coun- 
cillors, VAN. 





Out of Towa. 





SIMCOE. 

The progressive euchre party given by Mrs. 
Walter McCaul was a great success. Eight 
tables were filled. The Misses Hayes and D. 
Chadwick, and Messrs. Finlay and Dickinson 
won the remarkably original and pretty prizes. 
The Music Hall was well filled Wednesday 
evening to see Michael Strogoff played. Mrs. 
George Curtis wore a most becoming red 


bonnet ; Miss Finlay’s red broadcloth coat was 
extremely striking; Mrs. J. C. Boyd in black 
and silver; Mrs. Cowley in a natty green suit. 
Mrs. Wel's and friends occupied a box. 

Miss Nelles, who has been spending the 
winter in Simcoe, returned to her home in 
Brantford on Monday last. 

Mrs. Cowley returned 
week. 


Toronto last 
TIPTOE. 


from 


BARRIE. 

There is very little in the way of gaiety at 
present in'town and it will likely continue so 
for three weeks. Occasionally there has been 
given a small afternoon tea. 

At Easter several At Homes will probably be 
given and dancing be once more indulged in. 

Miss K. Ardagh has gone to Toronto to spend 
a few weeks, 

Miss Watson is visiting in town and is the 
guest of Mrs. Morris. 

Miss Macdonald returned home to Cobourg 
last Saturday. 

Mr. and Mrs. Allan Lloyd have been visiting 
relatives in Toronto. 

Mr. Ernest Bird has been removed from 
Toronto Bank of Commerce to the Barrie 
branch tor a few months, 


—_———__so 


Spring Opening. 





The well-known mantle and dress house of 
H. S. Morison & Co., Yonge street, presented 
an usually attractive sight Tuesday, the occa- 
sion being their annual spring opening. The 
reporter from SATURDAY NIGHT visited their 
store, which has been enlarged and much im- 
proved during the past few weeks, and found 
it a handsome and well-appointed establish- 
ment, The Cisplay in their mantle show- 
rooms comprise a large and choice selection of 
some of the latest and most fashionable gar 
ments, dolmans, jackets, ulsters, etc., in every 
variety of shade and design; also a beautiful 
lot of fancy spring and summer wraps, in silk 
and jet, moire and lace, etc., etc. Downstairs, 
in the dress department, one is taken through 
a fine display of the choicest fabrics from the 
celebrated makers of France and Germany, 
comprising Parisian novelties in combination 
suitings, fine French printed cashmeres, bord- 
ered goods, Henrietta cloths—all with braid 
and trimmings to match, making altogether a 
very attractive appearance. Plants and floral 
decorations, tastetully arranged throughout 
the store, added to the beautyo the scene, and 
the large number of ladies who crowded the 
store from morning till late in the afternoon, 
show the appreciationwhich this enterprising 
firm is held by the fair sex of the city. 


—_—_— es Oe 


We would call attention to the advertisement 
of Edward McKeown & Co. This firm is mak- 





ing a specialty of ladies’ silk and kid gloves. 
Their dress department shows a fine assortment 
of Duchess satins, plain black silk, satin mer- 
veilleux, black luxor, colored failles and a 
variety of colored goods. In mourning goods 
it is replete with all the novelties of tne season. 


An Irish Duelist. 











Pat Power of Daragle, was a fat, robust man, 
much distinguished for his intemperance, and 
generally seen with a glowing red face. He on 
one occasion fought with a fire-eating companion 
named Bill Brisco, When taking aim, he said 
he still had a friendship for him, and would 
show it; so he only shot off his whisker and top 
of his ear. 

When traveling in England, Power had many 
encounters with persons who were attracted 
by his brogue and clumsy appearance. On one 
occasion, a group of gentlemen were sitting in 
a box at one end of the room when he entered 
at the other. ‘The representative of Irish 
manners at this time on the English stage was 
a tissue of ignorance, blunders and absurdities; 
and when a real Irishman appeared off the 
stage, he was always supposed to have the 
characteristics of his class, and so a fair butt 
for ridicule. 

When Power took his seat in the box, the 
waiter came to him witha gold watch, witha 
gentleman’s compliments, and a request to 
know what o’ciock it was by it. Power took 
the watch, and then directed the waiter to let 
him know the person who sent it. He pointed 
out one ofa group. Powerrang the bell for his 
servant, and directed him to bring his pistols 
and follow him. He put them under his arm, 
and with the watch in his hand, walked up to 
the box, and, presenting the watch begged to 
know to whom it belonged. When no one was 
willing to own it, he drew his own silver one 
from his fob, and presenting it to his servant, 
desired him to keep it; and putting up the gold 
one, he gave his name and address, and assured 
the company he would keep it safe till called 
for. It was never claim: d. 

On another occasion Power ordered supper, 
and while waiting for it he read the news- 
paper. After some time, the waiter laid two 
covered dishes on the table, and when Power 
examined their contents he found they were 
two dishes of smoking potatoes. Heasked the 
waiter to whom he was indebted for such good 
fare.and he pointed to two gentlemen in the 
opposite box. Power desired his servant to 
attend him, and, directing him in Irish what 
to do, quietly made his supper of the potatoes, 
to the great amusement of the Englishmen. 
Presently his servant appeared with two more 
covered dishes, one of which he laid down 
betore his master, and the other before the 
persons in the opposite box. When the covers 
were removed there was found in each a loaded 
yistol. Power took up his and cocked it, tell- 
ing one of the others to take up the second, 
assuring him ‘*‘ they were at a very proper dis- 
tance for a close shot, and if one fell, he was 
ready to give satisfaction to the other.” The 
parties immediately rushed out without wait- 
ing for a second invitation, and with them 
several persons in the adjoining box. As tney 
were all in too great a hurry to pay their reck- 
oning, Power paid it for them along with his 
own, 








Cunning and Discretion. 


Cunning has only private selfish aims, and 
sticks at nothing which may make them suc- 
ceed, Discretion has large and extended 
views, and, like a well-formed eye, commands 
a whole horizon; cunning is a kind of short- 
sightedness that discovers the minutest objects 
which are near at hand, but is not able to dis- 
cern things at a distance. Discretion, the more 
it is discovered, gives a greater authority to 
the person who possesses it. Discretion is the 
perfection of reason, and a guide to us in all 
the duties of life; cunning is a kind of instinct 
that only looks out after our immediate inter- 
est and welfare. Discretion is only found in 
men of strong sense and good understandings : 
cunning is often to be met with in brutes 
themselves, and in persons who are but 
the fewest removes from them. In short, cun- 
ning is only the mimic of discretion, and may 
pass upon weak men, in the same manner as 
vivacity is often mistaken for wit, and gravity 
for wisdom. 








Reading Character. 


The world often forms a false estimate of a 
man’s character, which will sometimes go for 
years in disguise, until detected by the light of 
some accidental circumstance brought to bear 
upon it. Under the guise ofa bully, for in- 
stance, how often struts the pusillanimous 
craven! The fop will sometimes turn out, 
when you know him thoroughly, to be a man 
of talent and information, hiding himself under 
a bushel of fine clothes for some inscrutable 
purpose. Gruff old gentlemen are often 
remarked to be charitable to the poor, and 
bland old gentlemen are sometimes the reverse. 
Reading character is an art in itself, here 
are nice shades and touches only to be discerned 
by the practiced eye, and by such apparently 
insignificant poe character may frequently 
be determined. 

The **maddening cup” is said to be the 
greatest test of real character. ‘‘ When the 








wine is in, the truth comes out.” One of the 
kings of England—Edward III., if we remem. 
ber rightly—was so convinced of this fact that 
he never appointed any person to an office 
about the court until he first put him through 
the ordeal of a “‘ big drunk.” Once he had a 
new chaplain to initiate in this way, and the 
reverend gentleman, when well over his third 
bottle, talked so well and enthusiastically 
about horses and hunting, that the king pro- | 
posed to him the position of stud groom in- 
stead of chaplain. The offer was accepted, 
and, as the old chronicler of the occasion tells | 
us: ‘Although ye pulpitte might have suf. | 
fered no loss, yet ye king’s mews (stables) had 
for certain a great gayne,” 





He Hadn’t Learned the Water Routes. 
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| Machines. 


Telephone 277 





\For a Beautiful and Useful Present See the 


LIGHT RUNNING, HIGH ARM 


No. 9 
WHEELER & WILSON SEWING MACHINE 


For all family purposes it has no equal, in point of ease, rapidity and precision of action, uniformity of tension and 
perfection of seam, simplicity and durability, elegance of design, excellence of workmanship, form and quality of cabinet 
work and general attractiveness of appearance. 5 ‘ 

We invite inspection >f manufacturers and others, interested in first-class sewing machinery, to our No. 12 and D 12 
Also our Automatic Button-Hole Machine, with automatic cutter combined. Estimates furnished for com- 
plete sewing machine plant for any branch of manufacturing. 

Special sewing machinery of all kinds supplied to order. 


Needles and attachments for all kinds of work. 


WHEELER & WILSON MANUF’G CO. 


PRINCIPAL OFFICE FOR ONTARIO—266 Yonge St., Toronto, Ont. 
GEO. BARRETT, Manager.. 

















Stranger (to a Dutch policeman)—My friend, | 
I want a drink of water. Can you tell me 
where I can procure it ? 
Dutch Policeman—I vas almost a stranger 
here meinselluf, so [ couldn’t tole you. 
Just come on the beat ? j 
Yah—vell, ‘pout six months ago.—T7exas 
Siftings. 


“JUCH-PEROTTI | 


All lovers of music in the city will be glad | 
to hear that Miss Emma Juch is to appear in | 
concert and opera at the Pavilion Tuesday, | 

| 








April9. Sig. Jules Perotti, the success of the 
German opera season just closed at the Metre- 
politan Opera House, New York, is her asso- 
ciate on this occasion, and their appearance | 
together in the second act (garden scene) of | 
Guonod’s ‘‘ Faust,” will certainly be a musical | 
feast Miss Adele Ans Der Ohe, the favorite 
pianiste, and other capable artists will also | 
assist in the evening’s entertainment. 


The price of tickets will be 50c., | 
75¢c., $1 and $1.50, and the plan will 
be opened at Nordheimers’ Wednes- 
day, April 3, at 9 a.m. 7 


REV. JOSEPH COOK 


WILL LECTURE IN j 
ASSOCIATION HALL | 


Friday Evening, April 12 


ON 


“JESUIT AGGRESSION IN AMERICA” 


Admission 50c. Seats reserved without extra charge | 
Pian opens at Nordheim-rs’ Thursday morning, April 4. | 


TORONTO CHORAL SOCIETY | 


TENTH SEASON —EDWARD FISHER, Conpvcror 


“THE CREATION” 
PAVILION MUSIC HALL 
THURSL AY EVENING, APRIL 4| 


By a selected chorus of 150 voices, assisted by a professional | 
orchestra and the following soloists: MISS BUNTON, | 
MRS. SHILTON, soprani; MR CHARLES SLOCOMBE, | 
Buffslo, tenor; MR. H. M_ BLIGHT, MR E W SCHUCH, | 
bassi. Subscribers’ list closes March 27. Plan open to | 
subscribers only on Thursday, March 2s, at Nordheimer's, | 
on and after Monday, April 1, to the public. General | 
Admission 50 cents. | 


-MRS. MILLER | 


(LATE OF 100 YONGE ST.) 


Modiste, Dress 2 Mantle Maker 


HAS REMOVED TO 








A 


2607 SPADINA AVENUE 


PROF. & MME. HOUSEMAN 
(LATE OF WASHINGTON) | 
Chiropodist and Manicure | 
228 VONGE STREET 
Bunions. Ingrowing Nails, Coras, 
ec., successfully treated. Skil ul 


and superior treatment at moderate 
charges 


~ = EMPLOYMENT- 


DO YOU WANT TO 


COME TO TORONTO ? 


There are Hundreds of Good Situations 
openfor GENERAL SERVANTS, HOUSEMAIDS, 
Cooks, ete. Write for particulars to 


‘NEWS’ EMPLOYMENT BUREAU 


561 Queen St. West, Toronto. 


SOCIETY REGALIAS. 


Faney Ball Costumes | 
Art Needle Work and Supplies 


Together with every Gocertgnten of Faney- | 
Work Goods, Stamping, etc. 


Gold & Silver Fringes Laces, Cords, Tassels, ete. 
W. C. MORRISON’S 


161 King Street West 





| Emppess of India, G. T. R. & Brie Ky. JHE WORL 





JHOUSE 
{DECORATION 


e 


The Pall Mall Gazette of March 2nd says: An edition de lure of a 
**Wall-paper-Album ” is quite a novelty, but the one just issued by Messrs. 
Jeffrey & Co. is certainly a decorative and suggestive publication. With one 
of Mr. Walter Crane’s characterietic designs on the covers, it contains a 
number of India proofs of a so-called ‘* Victorian Series” of wall-papers, 
designed by such masters of the craft as Messrs. Walter Crane, Lewis F. 
Day, Scott Morgan, Audsiey, Sedding and FE. V. Hart. Some of the patterns 
are strikingly fine, notably the ‘‘ Lucca,” the ‘“* Jacobean,” ‘** Wood Notes,” 
and ‘The Golden Age.” It has often been observed that a man, firm and 
decided in all things else, becomes the type of vaciilation in choosing his 
wall-paper, the selection of which grows daily more difficult, owing to the 
greater multiplicity of plausible designs. As a beautiful wall decoration is 
ever preferable to bad pictures and prints, the efforts of fine designers in this 
direction are to be encouraged. 


MESSRS. JEFFREY & CO0.’S PRODUCTIONS 


ARE SOLD ONLY BY 


ELLIOTT & SON 


94 and 96 BAY STREET, TORONTO 








Perfume and Toilet Soap 
dvos ja[I0], pue sunjaeg 





D TYPEWRITER 





; , 0 
s a) 


SEASON 
PRICE $10 
OS AOI 





Writes Easily 35 to 40 Words Per Minute 


Simple, Practical, Durable. Lawyers, Clergymen and 
Business Men need it, Call at 7 Adelaide street east 
Toronto, and see it in operation. Send for circular and 
mention this paper. AGENTS WANTED. 


THE TYPEWRITER IMPROVEMENT CO. 


Societies, Sunday Schools, Excursion Comantters and 
others contemplating excursion: this season to Niagara 
Falls, Buffalo, St. Catharines, Erie Park, etc., come down 
and get our rates before chartering elsewhere. Early a ppli 
cation ensures choice of dates. Apply to W. A. GEDI ES, 
38 Yonge St., or to W. H. SMITH, Purser str. Empress of 
India, 38 Yonge St. 


—~atnemneiaiacaitl, Saco aan 
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12 TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT. 


The Cradle, the Altar and the Tomb COLOSSAL O U R S H O W FR O O Mi 
seancourr vmxoxon sors 2, a toons ae. SALE OF CLOTHING: 
__SNELGROVE On March 1, at Toronto, hire. C. V. Snel Now in Full Blast | OP E N I N G 


COLLINS—On March 23, at Toronto, Mrs. J. W. Collins— = 
a daughter. — 


ceases tents Sole SS +) Men's Qvercoats OUR SEMI-ANNUAL DISPLAY OF AND MILLINERY MANTLES 


daughter. 


GRAHAME—On March 20, at Toronto, Mrs. Laurence Boys’ Overcoats | Has Been Continued This Week 


Hill Grahame—a son. 
BARWICK—On March 21, at Toronto, Mrs. Richard L 
Barwick—a daughter. 


eae NOBBY AND NEAT | | HUNDREDS HAVE AVAILED THEMSELVES OF THE OPPOR- 


CRAWFORD—On March 24, at Toronto, Mrs. G. S.] 5 1 
qual in every respect to the finest custom work. Selling 
Cc ford— , 
KAY.-On March 24, at Toronto, Mre. John: Bryce Kay—a | during the sale at net wholesale figures, Those in need TUNITY---To see the new goods, and none, we venture to say, went away 


daughter. 
BROADW. AY- On March 24, at Toronto, Mrs. James disappointed. 


a a O AK H ALL, © Spring Bonnets! Spring Hats! Parisian Patterns ! 


Wheeler—a son. 
BELL—On March 27, at Toronto, Mrs. James Bell—a 


gon, eo ara 115 to 191 King Street Kast, Twenty cases of Flowers. New York untrimmed Straws in all colors and shades. 


Marriages. COMPLETE MANTLE ROOM STOCK—Beaded Visites, Beaded Mantles, Beaded Dol- 


FOLGER—FRANKS—On March 20, at Toronto, Henry TORONTO. mans, the new Russian Circular—see it. ; 
Folger to Edea Franks. RICHLY BRAIDED SPRING DOLMANS—Black and Colors. Many of the new shades. 


PRIDHAM—DUCHARME—On February 12, at Ottawa, is | Braiding in Appli ssia. 
Richard Alfred Pridham of Toronto, to Marie Ucile Antonia WILLIAM [RUTHERFORD - ‘Manager. i a a - que and —" } 2 
FINE TWEED JACKETS—Frem $3 up. Some with cloth vests, others without. 


Ducharme of Ottawa. 
JERSEY MANTLES, PLAIN AND BRAJDED—Complete stock. Low prices. 


HAIG— ELLIOTT—On March 20, at Toronto, Donald J. 
Haig of Baltimore, to Maggie Elliott of Toronto. | , 
BALDWIN—ARMSTRONG—On March 20, at Toronto, | 
R. W. Y. Baldwin to Mary Fleming Armstrong. | y\ a 





ON 
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HULL—ROWAN—On March 20, at Toronto, David Hull 
to M. A Rowan. | 

TUGWELt—MILBURN—On March 20, at Toronto, Arthur | L E 
Tugwell of Compton-Guildford, Surrey, Eng., to Gertrude | PA : | 4 ing as 
Annie Milburn of Detroit | 

McEWEN—VanSLYKE—On February 20, at Elderslie, 


i 
| 
Robert McEwen to Emily M. VanSlyke. | 7% » A 
DOUGLAS—McCORMACK—On March 22, at Toronto, a I LWA a T NT 
George Douglas of the County of Halton, to Mary Elizabeth 


McCorimnac k of Toronto x. : , | W | lg 
HUGHEY—MITCHELL— On March 26, at King Township, CALLA AY’ S j 
Rankin Hughey of Whitchurch, to Elizabeth Mitchell | 
ROSE—WILLIAMSON—On March .6, at Toronto, Peter 
. Rose of Wmtby, to Jennie Williamson of Port Perry POPULAR EXCURSIONS 
COLLINS—BRYAN—On Ma ch 27, at Toronto, Mathias Ct ae ce EE RRR FOR 
W. Collins to «da Emily Bryan, both of Whitby * 
| 


» 
i] ! x 








POWER—ARDAGH-—On March 27, at West Toronto 
| 


POLES CRAWFORD on diarch a at Wider, J.D. WANCOU ver r, Victoria} 


OSSeCIZER ton Maret or ar Whitby Caled Bawand JAMES LYDON, Manager 
Rose of Whitby, to Elizabeth Jane Pizer of Dumbarton. AND ALL POINTS IN —-- 
Deaths. OREGON | Art Sales Room, 51 King Street East 


GORCON—On March 21, at Harriston, John H. Gordon 
x 431 eur Oo March 20, at Mitchell, Ont., George mits, WASHINGTON TERRITORY | Warehouse - - Front Street 
| ' 


MIX—On wel 23, at Toronto, Chester Keys Mix, aged | and CALIFORNIA 


$5 years ° . ° 
\ \N NORMAN—On March 15, at Tilsonburg, Harriet LEAVE TORONTO ON Sales by auction at private resi- 


E. Van Norman, aged 54 \ ears 


Qa BUINN— 04 March 21, at Toronto, Mrs. Jane Quinn, | Friday, April 12 and 26 and May | | dences a specialty. AREER 
tm On March 21, at Dundas, Ont., Mrs. M. A 10 and 24 s e © 


LL—On March 2%, at T Pericdical sales of English Art IN 
et eee ; re panied to destination by +pectal courier. Full particulars | | 


+ 
TOUCH 
S 





ae J eP In the Celebrated Tourist Sleepers Each party is aceom- j 


2 WEETNESS 
un MHlamilion, D. G. McGregor from any Agent of the Company. | Manufactures at Salesroom. 
HE YOON On March 26, at West Toronto Junction, |. — a — a ” - ! SOLE AGENCY. D ie ea yp B | | cE 


ARG oT Mm TORONTO TEMPLE or MUSIC. 
SL iRihe on mina 0 en FURNITURE ARTES es 


B AILEY —On oo h 18, at Stratford, Edward Erskine 


SEIDEN Or arch. a¢ Toronto, Me 2. Filer FINE AND MEDIUM | § 68 KING ST. WEST. 


ae sTEMAN—Or » March 0, at Toronto, Edward Lionel 
Rontemen, send ie, | ; Inspect my well-assorted stock before purchasing elsewhere. 


: Ne »ST¢ h 19, Sydney Gwlayes Kingstone 


eat i pce dan PRICES LOW. ONLY ONE PRICE M ENDELSSOHN PIANO CoY 


BOY XN TON—Or wi arch 2 at Ely, Co. York, Ont., Her- 
d 


ars 


cee = - ie ett alps UPHOLSTERING TO ORDER H IG H-CLA SS PIAN OS 


a M Mar ee ey eee Having a first-class staff of men | am enabled to give {ull satisfaction 


7ordon N | a I 
FRASER—On March 22, at Hamilton, Ont., Mrs. Ann | at very reasonable prices. 
a cee os Midemdainaiiak tease | Come and see my new importations. SHOWING A PLEASURE. 


soon) Youre Street l tt PlEP Opposite Carlton St. 


haries Costir 


as connec M’KEOWN & COMPANY 


FLANIGAN 1 
Pilani yan, aged 45 years, ARE NOW SHOWING 


Unequalled in Elegance of 
Construction and Beauty 
of Finish. 

*euoy, JO Ang 
pus ssoueulg yonoy 
ole qqgsadmAg pus Agen 


The Berlitz School of Languages, situated at A large stock of the latest novelties in New Dress Goods, Combination — : . 
1 kino atree ast hae a. iam Walaa . . one ° . e . . pea’ 
| King street east, | neh out oe our Suitings, Chamberies, Prints, Dress Trimmings, Fancy Bv-aids, AMERICAN PIAN OS. AMERICAN ORGANS 
city, as it is now a rendezvous for all who are ee : ° 
Suttons, Ladies’ Short Jackets, in Slack and Fancy Colors | Second-hand Pianos and ne on Small Weekly or Monthly Pa; ments. 


and German 
Our 44 inch Henrietta C wig at 90¢., worth 75¢e. 46 inch Henrietta Cloth at 85c¢., worth $1. —---— ene 


Plain and Striped goods 10 12; c., 15e.. 174¢. to 30e. Black Cashmeres at manufacturers’ prices, or , Y ’ Vary r Try 

25c., 30c.. 35¢. and 40¢., wort th 35e. to 60, Black Henriettas, all-wool, 50c., 60¢e., 75¢e. to $1 25 ‘| A N D 93 ‘K I N Ge s' 1 W ks | 9 [' ORON | a 
20 new shades in Satin Duchesse at 45¢., worth $1. A large lot Black Silks and Colored at bink 

rupt prices, from 50c. upwards. Ladies’ Jackets in the Box Cloth, black and the new fancy | wn 


colors, from $1 25 
Our Dressmaking Rooms are under the management of a New York modiste. For style, fit | 
and workmanship we cannot be surpassed. Moderate prices, 


Husband & Co’s Bankrupt Stock now selling at 65 cents on the Dollar. 


ts GOLD, SILVER and FILLED CASE Ladies, come out in the forencon and secure great bargains in every department. 
at Rock Bottom Prices 


GEo. EF. TROREY MI KEOWN & COMPANY PIANOKFORTES 


desirous of acquiring a knowledge of French 


me ct ey O, GO a me 


= pee 


MANUFACTURERS OF 


—= 


Manufacturing Jeweler 


61 King Street East, opp. Toronto Street 1S2 YONGE STRE 


YOUR CHOICK OF GRAND, SQUARE AND UPRIGHT. 


| 

any Jersey Suit In) 2meteeszct (. Our written guaran. 
reliable Piano Manu- a tee for five years ac- 
|facturers in the Do- y! ¢ ae ; ‘ompanies each Piano. 


Es window for $1.99,“ cee e 
> which are worth from essicesrret OM aS cans cnone 
Y 85 to 86. Come a 
see them for yourself, Warerooms. 117 King Street W., Toronto. 


af) oe a Ic 4 oe - Boys’ Tweed Suits and NOW RBADY = &.SHERBARD'S 
— <3Caps and Turbans, in A BAD MAN'S SWEETHEART 
all styles and prices. 


IN BOOK FORM 


Handsome Paper Cover, 30 cents ; Cloth, 60 cents 


| 
| 
| 
The Boys’ Clothier | FOR SALE BY ALL NEWSDEALERS. Sent postage paid on receipt of price 
Cor. Yonge and Queen Sts. ! THE 8SHEPPARD PUBLISHING CO. 





